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To the Right Honourable 
The Earl of ALBEMARL E, &c. 


Knight of the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


My LOR D, 
Y pen is both a novice in poetry, and a 


ſtranger at court, and can no more raiſe 
ſelf to the ſtyle of panegyric, than it can 
ſtoop to the art of flattery ; but if, in the plain 
and ſimple habit of truth, it may preſume to 
mix with that croud of followers that daily at- 
tend upon your Lordſhip's fayour, pleafe to 
behold a ſtranger, with this difference, that he 
pays more homage to your worth than adora- 
tion to your greatneſs. - 

This diſtinftion, my Lord, will appear too 
nice and metaphyſical to the world, who know 
your Lordſhip's merit and - to be inſepa- 
rable, that they can only differ as the cauſe 
from the effect; and this, my Lord, is as much 
beyond diſpute, as that your Royal Maſter, 
who has made the noble choice, is the moſt 
wiſe and moſt diſcerning prince in the univerſe. 

To preſent the world with a lively draught 
of your Lordſhip's perfections, I ſhould enu- 
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iv DEDICATION. 
- merate the judgment, conduct, piety, and cou- 

rage of our great and gracious King, who can 
only place his favours on thoſe ſhining qualifi- 
cations, for which his Majeſty is ſo eminent! 
remarkable himſelf : But this, my Lord, will 
prove the buſineſs of a voluminous hiftory, and 
your Lordſhip's character muſt attend the fame 
of your great maſter, in the memoirs of futu- 
rity, as your faithful ſervice has hitherto ac- 
companied the noble actions of his life. 
Ihe greateſt princes in all ages have had 
their friends and favourites, with them to com- 
municate and debate their thoughts, ſo to exer- 
ciſe and ripen their judgments; or ſometimes 
to eaſe their cares, by imparting them. The 
great Auguſtus, we read in his proje& of 
ſettling the unwieldy Roman conqueſts on a 
fixed baſis of government, had the deſign laid, 
not in his council, but his cloſet. There we find 
him with his two friends, Mecænas and Agrippa, 
his favourite friends, perſons of found ng — 
ment and unqueſtionable fidelity; there the 
great queſtion is freely and reaſonably debated, 
without the noiſe of faction, and conſtraint of 
Formality; and there was laid that prodigious 
ſcheme of government, that ſoon recovered 
their bleeding country, healed the wounds of 
the civil war, bleſſed the empire with a laſting 
peace, and ſtyled its monarch Pater patriæ. 

The parallel, my Lord, is eaſily made. We 
have our Cæſar too, no leſs renowned than the 
forementioned Auguſtus ; he firſt aſſerted our 
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liberties at home, againſt Popery and thraldom, 
headed our armies abroad with bravery and fuc- 
ceſs, gave peace to Europe, and ſecurity to 
our religion. And you, my Lord, are his Me- 
cznas, the private counſellor to thoſe great 
tranſactions which have made England fo for- 
midable to its enemies, that (which I bluſh to 
own) it is grown — of its friends. * 
But here, my , appears the particular 
wiſdom and circumſpecti Ser your Lordſhip's 
conduct, that you ſo firmly retain the favour 
of your maſter, without the envy of the ſub- 
jet. Your moderation, and even deportment 
between both, has ſecured to your Lordſhip 
the ear of the King, and the heart of the 
people ; the nation has voted you their good 
angel in all ſuits and petitions to their prince; 
and their ſucceſs fills the three kingdoms with 
daily praiſes of your Lordſhip's goodneſs, and 
his Majeſty's grace and clemency. ; 
And now, my Lord, give me leave humbly 
to beg, that, among all the good actions of 
your Lordſhip's high and happy ſtation, the 
encouragement of arts and literature may not 
be ſolely excluded from the influence of your 
favour. The polite Mecznas, whom I pre- 
ſumed to make a parallel to your Lordſhip in 
the favour of his prince, had his Virgil and his 
Horace, and his time was moſtly divided be- 
tween the emperor and the poet; he ſo mana- 
ged his ſtake of Royal favour, that as Au- 
guſtus made him great, ſo the muſes fixed him 
a2 3 immortal; 
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immortal ;' and Maro's excellency, my Lord, 
will appear the leſs wonder, when we conſider, 
that his pen was ſo cheriſhed with bounty, and 
infpired by gratitude. 

at I can lay no claim to the merits of fo 
great a perſon for my acceſs to your Lordfhip : 
J have only this to recommend me, without art, 
void of rhetoric, that Lam a true loyer of m 
King, and pay an unfeigned veneration to al 
thoſe who are his trufty fervants and faithful 
miniſters ; which infers that I am, my _ 
* all ſubmiſſion, 


Tur LoxDsnie”'s moſt devoted, 


and moft obedient humble ſervant, 


G. FaxRQUHAR, 


„ 


0 UR authors have, in moſt their late eſſays, 
Prologu'd their own, by damning other plays; 

Made great harangaes to teach you what was fit 

To paſs for humour, and go down for wit. 

Athenian rules muſt form an Engliſh piece, 

And Drury-lane comply with ancient Greece. 

Exactneſs only, ſuch as Terence writ, 

Muſt pleaſe our mask'd Lucretias in the pit. 

Our youthful anthor ſwears, he cares not a pin 

For Voſſizes, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin » 

He leaves to learned pens ſuch labour'd lays, 

You are the rules by which he writes his plays. 

From umſty books let others take their view, 

He hates dull reading, but he ſtudies you. 

Firſt, from you beaux, his leſſon is formality 

Aud in your foetmen there — moſt nice merality z 

To pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſt fly, 

Becauſe they judge, and lodge three ſtories high. 

From the front-boxes he has pick'd his ſtile, 

And learns, without a blu 4 to make em ſmile ; 

A leſſon only taught us by the fair; 

A waggiſh action — but a modeſt air. 

Among his friends here in the pit, he reads 

Some rules that every. modiſh writer needs. 

He learns from every Covent-garden critic's face, 

The modern forms of action, time, aud place. 

The action he's aſham'd to name, — D'ye ſee, 

The time is ſeven, the place is number three. 

The maſks he only reads by paſſant looks, 

He dares not venture far luto their books. 

Thus then the pit and boxes are his ſchools, 

Your air, your humour, his dramatic rules. 

Let critics cenſure then, and hiſs like ſtakes, 

He gains his ends, if his light fancy takes 

ot James's beaux, aud Covent-garden rakes, 
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litician, 
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SCENE, The park. 


Euter Standard and Fireball meeting. 


Stand, AH! brother Fireball! welcome aſhore. 
1 What! heart whole ? limbs firm, and 
frigate ſafe ? 

Fire. All, all, as my fortune and friends cou'd wiſh. 

Sand. And what news from the Baltic? 

Fire, Why, yonder are three or four young boys i' th 
north that have got globes and ſceptres to play with; the 
fell to loggerheads about their playthings ; the Engl 
came in like Rolin Goodfellow, cry'd Bob, and made 
em quiet. 

Stand. In the next place then, you're to congratulate | 
my ſucceſs. You have heard, I ſuppoſe, that I've marry d 
a tine lady with a great fortune. 

Fire. Ay, ay, *twas my firſt news upon my landing, 
that Colonel Standard had marry'd the fine Lady Lure- 
well A fine lady indeed! a very fine lady ! —— 
But faith, brother, I had rather turn ſkipper to an Indian 
canoo, tha manage the veſſel you're maſter of. 

Stand. Why ſo, Sir? 

Fire. Becauſe ſhe'll run adrift with every wind that 
blows : ſhe's all ſail and no ballaſt —— Shall I tell you 
the character I have heard of a fine lady? A fine lady 
can laugh at the death of her huſband, and cry for the 
loſs of her lap-dog. A fine lady „ 
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r A fine has the vapours 

and the colic all 4 The 

pie of « ne ldy 5 abr the are ee 
z yet her 


will ſtoop to the adoration of a pe- 
rake. And in fine, 2 fine lady goes tv church for faſhion's 


- fake, and to the baſſet-table with devotion; and her paſ- 


ſion for gaming exceeds her vanity of being thought vir- 
tuqaus, or the deſire of acting the contrary. — We ſea - 
men ſpeak plain, brother. 
Stand. You ſeamen are like your element, always tem- 
, too ring to handle a fine lady. 
Fire. Say you ſo? Why, then give me thy hand, ho- 
neſt N — let the world talk on and be damn d. 


Stand. The world talk, ſay you? What does the world 


talk ? 
Fire. Nothing, nothing at all — They only ſay what's 
uſual upon ſuch occaſions ; that your wife's the greateſt 


coquet about the court, and your Worſhip the greateſt 
cuckold about the city : that's all. 


ot and. How, how, Sir ? 

Fire. That ſhe's a coquet, and you a cuckold. 

Stand. She's an angel in herſelf, and a paradiſe to me. 

Fire. She's an Eve in herſelf, and a devil to you. 

Stand. She's all truth, and the world a liar. 
Fire. Why then, I gad, brother, it ſhall be fo, TH 
back again to White's, and whoever dares mutter ſcandal 
of my brother and ſiſter, I'll daſh his ratifia in's face, and 
call him a liar. LCoing. 

Stand. Hold, hold, Sir. The world is too ſtrong for 
us. Were ſcandal and detraction to be thorou bly re- 
veng d, we maſt murder all the beaux, and half 
the ladies. Thoſe that have nothing elle to ſay, muſt tell 
ſtories: fools over Burgundy, and ladies over tea, mult 
have ſomething that's ſharp to reliſh their liquor: Malice 
is the piquant ſauce of fuch converſation: and without it, 
their entertainment wou'd prove mighty infipid —— Now, 
__ why ſhould we pretend to quarrel with all man- 


Fire. Becanſe all mankind quarrel with us. 
Stand. The worſt reaſon in the world. Wou'd 
you pretend to deyour a li e a lion wou'd devour 


you 9 
— 
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Fire. Yes, if I cou d. 

Stand. Ay, that's right, if you cou! A. Bat ſince you" 
have neither teeth nor paws for ſuch an encounter, lie 
2 and perhaps the” furious beaſt may run's- 


"Fre. 'Sdeath, Sir ! But I » that whoeyer abuſes my 
brother's wife, though at the b of the King's chair, 
he's 4 villain, 

* Stand. No, no, brother, char's © een there's 
no ſuch thing as villany at court. Indeed, if the practice 
of cours were ond xb perſon he might be led 
villain with a vengeance ; but number and power autho- 
riſes every thing, and turns the villain upon their accuſcrs. 
In ſhort, Sir, every man's morals, like his religion now-a- 
days, pleads liberty of conſcience. . Every man's con- 


« ſcience is his convenience, and we know no convenience but 


preferment. As, for inſtance, who would be fo com- 
plaiſant as to thank an officer for his courage, when that's 
the condition of his pay ? And who can be fo ill-natur'd, 
as to blame a courtier for eſpouſing that which is the very 
tenure of his livelihood ? e eee 

Fire. A very argument in a very cauſe. 
— But, Sir, Loud neſs is not with the court, but with 
you: I deſire you, Sir, to open your eyes; at | » be 
pleas'd to lend an ear to what I heard juſt now at the choco- 
late-houſe. 

Stand. Brother 

Fire. Well, Sir. 


Stand. Did the ſcandal — you when you heard it ? 
Fire. No. 


Stand. Then why ſhon'd you think it ſhou'd pleaſe me? 
Be not more uncharitable to your friends than to yourſelf, 
ſweet Sir. Erna 
it will torment me, who am fo much nearer concern" 

Fire. But wou'd you not be glad to know your enemies? 

Stand, *Pſhaw ! If they abus d me, they are my friends, 
my intimate friends, my table-company, and bottle- m 
panions. 

Fire. Why then, brother, the devil take all your ac- 
quaintance. You were ſo rally'd, ſo torn, there was a 
hundred ranks of ſneering white teeth drawn upon your 


misfortunes at once, which ſo mangled your wite's repu- 
tation, 
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tation, arne her honour while ſhe 


lives. 

Stand. And their teeth were very white, yo ſay. U 

Fire. Very white ! Blood, - Sir, 1 lay — mangled 

your wife's ion. 

. Stand. I fay, that if they touch my Wife's repu- 

tation with nothing but their teeth, her honour will be 
ſafe enough. 

Fire. Then you won't hear it. 

Stand. Not a ſyllable. Liſt ning after ſlander is laying 
nets for ſerpents, which, when you have caught, will 
you to death : Leyem ſpit their yenom among them- 

bes and it hurts no body. 
Fire. Lord! Lord! How cuckoldom and contentment 
£0 together! Fie, fie, Sir! conſider you have been a 
dier, dignify'd by a noble poſt ; diſtinguiſh's by brave 
and honour to your nation, and a terror to your 
enemies. Hell! that a man who has ſtorm'd Namur 
ſhou'd become the jeſt of a coffee- table. The whole 
houſe was clearly taken up with the two important que- 
ſtions, whether the Colonel was a cuckold? or Kid a pi- 
rate ? 

Stand. This] can't bear Aſide. 

Fire. Ay, (ſays a ſnecring coxcomb), the Colonel has 

made his e with a witneſs ; he has ſecur'd himſelf a 

eſtate in this life, and a reverſion in -the world to 
come. Then (replies another) I preſume he's oblig'd to 
your Lordſnip's bounty for the latter part of the ſettlement. 
There are — (fays a third) that have play'd with my 
Lady Lureweli at picquet, beſides my Lord ; I have . 
ted her myſelf two or three times in an evening. 

Stand. O matrimonial patience, aſſiſt me. 

Fire. Matrimonial patience! Matrimonial peſtilence! 
shake off theſe drowzy chains that fetter your reſent- 
ments. If your wife has wrong'd ye, pack ber off, and 
let her perſon be as public as her character: if ſhe be hoe 
neſt, revenge her quarrel. I can ſtay no longer: 

This is my hour of attendance at the navy. 6 Bo PI —_ 
and dine with you; in the mean time, revenge! think 
ont. [Exit Fireball. 
Stand [Solus.) How eaſy is it to give advice, and how 
diffical to obſerye it! F your wife has at: ye, * | 


* 


rites hang looſe upon the temples with a languiſhing lock 
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her off, Ay, but how ? The goſpel drives the matrimo- 
wh — the law clinches it ſo very hard, that to 


draw it again wou'd tear the work to pieces. — That 


her intentions have wrong d me, here's a young bawd can 
Enter Parly, running croſs the ſlage. 

Here, here, Mrs Parly, whither fo faſt? ,, _' 
Par. Oh Lord! my maſter! — Sir, I was running to 
Mademoiſelle Farbello, the French milliner, for a new 

ve wy kdy's hedge ST CT 

Stand. No, child, bn Fn = Ae an old fa- 
mand aan s head, if I miſtake not 
ay: Oh, Sir! there's the. pre faſhion lately come 
over! ſo airy, ſo French, all that! — The pin» 
ners are double ruffled with twelve plaits of a ſide, and 
open all from the face; the hair is frizzled all up round the 
head, and "ſtands as ſtiff as a bodkin. Then the favou- 


in the middle. Then the caul is extremely wide, and 
over all is a cornet rais'd very high, and all the lappets 
behind —— I muſt fetch it preſenti ß. 
_— Hold a little, | » . 
Par. Another time, Sir, my ys for it. 
Stand. One queſtion firſt: What wages does my wife 


ive you? 


Par. Ten pound a-year, Sir, which God knows is little 
enough, conſidering how I ſlave from place to — aq 
her occaſions. But then, Sir, my 1 Hes arte * 
— * make above two hundred pounds a- year by ker odd 

Stand. Two hundred pounds a- year of her old cloaths! 
What then muſt her new 2 a? what do 
you pet by viſiting gallants, and Picquet | 

Par. About Py pound more. 

Stand. A hundred pound more! Now, who can 
to find a lady's woman honeſt, when ſhe gets ſo aq 
being a jade ? —— What r are you Gy Pg Parly 

Par. Religion, Sir! I can't tell. "I 

Stand, What was your father ? 


Par. Am | 
B | Stand, 
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Stand, Where was you ban? axis i Yo 
Par. In Holland. - ' 40 | e .Þ Lan vl fa, 
Stand. Were you exe dave; PWT 
Par. N AFG ron '4 
Stand. How came that? 

Par. My parents were Anabaptiſts ; they 7 6 1 
was dipt; | thin forſook their religion, and ha" got ne'er 
a new one ſince. 

Sand. Tm very ſorry, Madam, that I; bad not che 
honour to know the worth of your extraction fooner, that 
I might have paid you the refed due to your . | 

Par. Sir, your humble | , 

Stand. Have you any principles ? 

Par. Five hundred. | 

Stand. Have you loſt your maidenhead : [She 

puts on her maſque, and nods,] Do yop love money ?. 

>a Yaw, «Sony 4. 

Stand. Well, Ms Parly, now = 2 — ſo free 
with me, I tell you what you muſt truſt to in return: ne- 
ver to come near my houſe again. Be gone, monſter, 
fly. — Hell and furies! never -chriſten'd ! Her father a 
mountebank ! 

Par. Lord, Sir, you need not be fo furious, Never 
- chriſten'd! What then? I may be a very good Chriſtian 
for all that, 3 ſe. Turn me off! Sir, you ſhan't. 
Meddic with your fe cllows ; . my Lady's bulincſs o order 
her women. 

Stand, Here's a young whore for you now A ſweet 
companion for my wife! Where there's ſuch a helliſh 
confident, there muſt be damnable ſecrets. — Be gone, 
I fay. — My wife ſhall tyrn you away. 

ar. Sir, ſhe won't turn me away, ſhe ſhan't turn me 

away, nor ſhe nnn. Sir, 1 . e 

not turn me away. 

Stand. Why, you jade? why ? | 

Par. Becauſe I'm the miſtreſs, not ſhe. 3 

Stand. You the miſtreſs ! 

Par. Yes, I know all her ſecrets; N her offer t 
turn me off if ſhe dares. — 
Stand. What ſecrets do you know,? 2 
Par. Humph! —— Tell a wife's ſecrets to har hoſ- 
band! — Very pretty, faich! Sure, Sir, you don't cy 
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me ſuch a Jew 2 Though I was never chriſten d, T have 
more religion than that comes to. 
_ Are you faithful to your lady for affeftſon, or in 
tereſt 


Par. Shall 1 tell you a Chriſtian ie, or « fegen wh; | 


Stand. Come, truth for once. 


Par. Why then, intereſt, intereſt ! Ihe a great fout, | 


which nothing can Ba == but a great bribe. 

Stand. ongh thou art a devil, thou art a very 
honeſt one —— e me thy hand, wench. Should not 
intereſt make you faithful to me, as much as to others? 


Par. Honeſt to you ! Marry for what ? Tou gave me 


indeed two Mees the day you were marry' d, but 
not a ſtiver ſince. One gallant gives me ten guineas, an- 
other a watch, another a pair of pendants, a fourth a 
diamond ring; and my noble maſter me — his 
linen to mend. —— Faugh! —— III tell you à ſeeret, 
Sir: ſtingineſs to e than i 
nature to wives. " 
Wop Eer > eh a cuckold, pay! verb * ; 
ar. not chough i in a ve way 0 
bend the dignity ener upon you very oo mind 
Stand, Come, girl, you ſhall tal be 
ſhall have a glorions revenue; for 1 
get for keeping a ſecret, I'll give you two for 
You meal And a huſband once Sadie C — 
llants in generoſity. Take their money, child, take 
their bribes; give em hopes, make em aſſignations; 
ve your lady faithfully, but tell all to me. By which 
„ ſhe will be kept chaſte, you will grow rich, and 1 
all preſerve my honour. 
Par. But what ſecurity fhall I have for performance of 
articles? h 
Stand. R ent, child. 
Par. Then he e earneſt. B 
Stand, Five guineas. ing ber money. 
Par. Are they right ? No Gray's-Inn pieces amongſt em. 
— All riphr as my leg —— Now, Sir, I'll give you an 
earneſt of my ſervice. Who dye think is come to town ? 
Stand. Who ? | 


Par. Your old friend, Sir Harry Wildair. 


Stand. Impoſlible ? 


” 


— penſioner; you 
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Par. Yes, faith, and as gay as ever. | 

Stand. Abd has h forgot hi wife ſo ſoon ? 

Par. Why, ſhe has been dead now aboye a year 
He appear d in the ring laſt night Ain n 8 
equipage, that he eclips'd the beaux, dazzl d the ladies, 
and made your wits dream all night of fix Flanders mares, 
ſeven French liveries, a wig like a cloak, and a hat like 
2M promiſes and oaths ? 

are a woman's 

Par. Wind, wind, Sir. 

Stand. Vee Lanier here how heartily did ſhe con- 
demn her gh, pre of, and for che fu 
vow d a pre e . ce | 

Par. She might as ſafely ſwear, that this” day 
ſe*ennight, at four o clock, the wind will blow fair for 
Flanders. "Tis preſuming for any of us all to promiſe for 
our inclinations a whole weck. Belides, Sir, my Lady has 


| — 


the knack of it; and when once a woman 
| s got that in her head, will have a touch ont every 
where elſe. 


Stand, An ara” child. D 
beſt of a bad bargain ; and ſince I have got you. on my 
de, I have ſome hopes, that, by conſtant pointment 
and croſſes in her deligns, I may at aſt tre her ns good 

viour 

Par. Well, Sir, F r 
perform'd, I ſtand to the obligation 
— That by and by Sir Harry ee 
to cards, and that tere z a deſign laid to cheat 
5 his money. 

Stand. What company will there be beſides ? 

Par. Why, the old ſet at the Baſſet table; my Lady 
Lovecards, and the uſual company. They have made up 
a bank of fifteen hundred Louis d ora 82 
whole deſign lies upon Sir Harry's and the Frenc 
Marquis, you know, conſtantly T ail{es. 

Stand. 7 5 che French is; that's one of your: be- 
ne factors, y ; — che ecution of Baſſet in Paris 
furniſh'd us with that refugee, but the character of {ach a 
fellow ought not to refle& on thoſe who have been real 
ſufferers for their religion, — But take no notice. Be 


S& ee th FS 
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ſure only to inſorm me of all that paſſes. —— There's 
more earneſt for you; be rich and faithful, „ 
Sole] 1.9m now wot g [i tk 
Par. am woman to 
Live, bat /eward to her huſband, in my double capa» - 
city of knowing her ſecrets, and commanding his purſe. 
A very office in a family: For every guinea that I 
get for keeping a ſecret, he'll give me two for revealing its 
ee e eee eee 
in chancery's „ and many a poor 
to marty me with half my fortune. 920 


Enter Dicky, meeting her. 

Dick. Here's a man much fitter for purpoſes. 

Par. Bleſs me ! Mr Dicky ! K 

Dick. The very ſame in longitude and latitude! not a 
bit diminiſh'd, not a bair's breadth increas'd. —— Dear 
Mrs Parly, give me — 3 1 

Par. Why y ſo hungry, Mr | | 

Dick. Why, 1 rw Fs Pug Ns * and a half, 
woman. nee all over the world, 
following my maſter, and come home to dear London 
but two days Now, che > all — if I had not 
rather kiſs an pair of panens, than the fineſt lady 
in France, 8 

Par. Then you're overjoy'd to ſce Londan again? 

Dick. Oh ! I was juſt dead of a conſumption, till the 
ſweet ſmoke of Cheapſide, ad the der perfume of Pie 
ditch, made me a man again. 


Dick, Why, ſceing perſonable 
and well qualify'd for a livery,- he took a fancy to * 
gure, that was all. | 

Par. And what's become of your old maſter ? 

Dick. O! hang him, he was a blockhead, and I turn'd 
him off, I tarn'd him away. 

Par, And were not you very forry for the loſs of your 
miſtreſs, Sir Harry's lady? They fay, ſhe was a very 
good woman. | 

B 3 Dick. 
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Dict. Oh! the ſweeteſt woman that ever the ſan ſhin's 
upon. I could almoft weep when I think of her. 
d | | [Wiping his eyes. 
7 Par. How did ſhe die, pray? I cou'd never hear how 
*L[Was. - | 
Dick, Give me a buſs then, and FI tell ye. 
_ Lou ſhall have your wages when your works 
Di. Well then — eourage b Now for a dote- | 
ful tale—— You know that my maſter took a freak to go 
ſee that fooliſh jubilee that made ſuch a noiſe among us 
here; and no ſooner ſaid than done; away he went; he 
took his fine —_—_ ſervants to wait on him, and left me, 
the poor Engliſh puppy, to wait his lady at home 
here, —— Well, r But ſcarce was my 
maſter's back turn d, when my Lady fell to ſighing, and 
pouting, and whining, and crying; and. in ſhort fell ſick. 


t. 
„ Well, well, I know all this already; and that ſhe 
pluck'd up her ſpirits at laſt, and went to fellow him. 
Dit. Very well. Follow him we did, far and far, and 
farther than I can tell, till we came to a place cald Mont- 
pellier in France; a goodly- place truly. — But Sir Har- 
ry was gone to Rome; there was our labour loſt. — But, 
to be ſhort, my poor lady, with the tireſomeneſs of trayel« 
ing, fell ick—— and dy d. 
ar. Poor woman! 

Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the worſt 
of the ſtory, — Thoſe curſed barbarous devils, the French, 
Foun'd not let us bury ber. . 
Par. Not bury her! | 
Dic. No, ſhe was a heretic woman, and they wou'd 
not let her corpſe be put in their holy ground —— Oh! 
damn their holy ground for me. 

Par. Now, had not I better be an honeſt Pagan, as E 
am, than ſuch a Chriſtian as one of theſe ?- _— But how 
did you diſpoſe of the body? 

ick. Why, there was one charitable gentlewoman,. 

that usꝰd to viſit my lady itt her ſickneſs; ſhe contriv'd the 

matter ſo, that ſhe had her bury'd in her on- private cha- 

+, This lady and myſelf carried her oat upon our own. 

ſhoulders, through a back-door, at the hour of w—_ 
| all 


vy 


| ie tt wet! (2h. . « 
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and laid her'in a that I dug for her with my own 
hands ; and if we had been catch by the prieſts, we had 
gone to the without che benefit of clergy. 

Par. Oh the devil take en. But whar did they 
mean by a heretic woman ? 

Dick. I don't know; lies Gate of « canibal, L believe. 
I know there are ſome canibal women here in England, 
that come to the playhouſes in maſques ; but let them 
have a care how they go to France. (For they are all he- 
ds, I ee Oe ER PT 
theſe. 

Par. But how did Sir Harry bear the news ? 

Dick. Why, you muſt know, that my Lady, aber ſhe 
was bury'd, ſent me 

Par. How | after ſhe was bury'd ! 

Dick. *Pſhaw ! why, Lord, miſtreſs, you know what 1 
mean; I went to Sir Harry all be wap to Rome; and 
where d'ye think I found him? 

Par. Where ? | 

Dick. Why, in the middle of . 
Fed and fifty nans, playing at hot-cockles. He was ſur- 
ris d to ſce honeſt Dicky, you may be ſure. But when 
told him the no „ he roar'd out a whole volley of. 
Engliſh oaths upon th e ſpot, and ſwore that he ho + ſet. 
bre on the Pope's palace for the injury done to his wife. 
He then flew away to his chamber, —— 
three days; m_ thought to have found — 
nicad-of this. . he 
coach; and laughi — heartily, — 
be reveng'd, and bid them drive to reads 
was reveng d to ſome e. 

Par. How, how, Mr Dieky ! 

Dick. Why, in a matter of five days he got fix nuns: - 
with child, and left em to- provide for their heretic ba 
Bards ——» Ah, plague on em, they hate a dead heretics 
but they love a piping-het warm heretic wich all thels 
hearts, —— So away wie came; and thus did he jog on, 
revenging himſelf at this rate through all the Catholic coun» 
tries Gare paſs'd, till we came home ; and now, Mrs 


Parly, F fancy he has ſome I 100 uon 
Jour 8 5 


141 
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Par. Who cou'd have ma — 233 

iry temper wou'd have been 11 "gi 
Dick.. Why, — — — nrh where's 


3 promis d me, you jade ? ee af: 
ar. OW al rogue. WAS 0 
Dick. Alon K Follows, 
ACT u. 
SCENE, A lady's apartment. 
Enter two chambermaids. 


RE all things ſet in order? The toilet 
fix'd, the bottles and combs put in form, 
and the chocolate ready ? 

2 Cham. Tis no great matter whether th >< On or 
not; for, right or wrong, we ſhall be ſure of our ; 
I wiſh, for my part, that my time were out. 

1 Cham. Nay, *tis a hundred to one but we may run a- 
way before our time be half expir'd ; and ſhe's worſe this 
morning than ever. — Here ſhe comes. 

| Enter Lurewell. 

Lure. N a couple of you indeed ! But how, 
N prune” negligence, cou'd you two contriye to 
make a bed as mine was laſt night; a wrinkle on one ſide, 
r 
ne but tumble about, and fence 
with the ſheets all night long. —— Oh ! — my bones 
ake this ing as if I had lain all night on a pair of 
Dutch ſtairs — Go bring chocolate. — And, d'ye hear ? 
be fare to ſtay r v-enlegk. =" fe ahh 
Engliſh animals are fo unpoliſh'd ! I wiſh the perſecution 
wou d rage a little harder, that we might have mays &f 
theſe French refugees among us. proc ha | 
| Ener the maids with chocolate. 

Theſe wenches are to Smyrna for this choco- 
late. — And what you ſtay ſo long ? 

Cham. I thought we did not ſtay at all, Madam. | 
Lure. Only an hour and « half a clock in 
— Chriſtendom 
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it Chriſtendom And ſuch ſalvers and diſhes too b The 
Lard be W UNgt VI + committed, to be 
's gu'd wi nimals ? — Where are my new Ja- 
any —— Broke, o' my conſcience } . 
| Fu tay my life on't , „ 
1. Cham. No, indeed, Madam, but your huſband —— _ - 
e Lure. How? huſband, impudence ! I'll teach you man- 
ners. [Gives her a box on the ear.] Huſband! Is that 
yr TOY breeding? Han't the Colonel a name of his 
own | 
Cham. Well then, the Colonel. He ns'd em this morn» 
ing, and we han't got em ſince. l | 
Lure. How, the Colonel uſe my things ! How dare 
the Colonel uſe any thing of mine? —— But his campaign 
education maſt be pardon'd —— And I warrant they were 
fiſted about among his dirty levee of diſbanded officers ? —» 


or Faugh ! the very thoughts of them fellows, with their eager 
es looks, iron ſwords, ty d- up wigs, and tuck'd-in | crayats, 


make me ſick as death Come, let me fee. —— | Goes to 
take the chocolate, and ſtarts back.] Heavens protect me from 
ſuch a ſight! Lord, girl! when did voz; am your bands 
laſt ? And have you been pawing me all this morning with 
them dirty fiſts of yours? [Runs to the ga. —— I 
maſt dreſs all over again —— Go, take it. away, I ſhall 


of {woon elſe, —— Here, Mrs Monſter, call up my taylor; 

to and d'ye hear ? you, Mrs Hobbyhorſe, ſee if my com- 

8 pany be come to cards yet. 

es Oh, Mr Remnant ! I don't know what ails theſe ſtays 
7 * have made me ; but ſomething is the matter, I don't 

[ e 'em. © 


Rem. Tom por oy or that, Man: RI 
does your Ladyſhip ? e 
Lure. 1 don't know where the fault les; but in Bert 1 
don't like em; I can't tell how ; the things are well e. 
nough made, but I don't like em. Wh. 
em. Are they too wide, Madam: | $ 
_ 0 bs | 
em. hap | perhaps. 
Lure. Nut at all ! they fit me very well ; but — Lard 
bleſs me ; can't you tell where the fault lies ? 


a5 &@ 


. & 


Rem. 
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Rem. Why truly, Madam, I can't tell. — Bur your 

„ think, is a little too ſlender for the faſhion, 

Lure. How?! too flender for the faſhion, ſay you? 

Rem. Yes, Madam! there's no ſuch as 2 pood 
ſhape worn among the quality. Your fine waſtes are Clear 
out, Madam. 

Lure. And why did not you plump up my ſtays to the 
faſhionable ſize ? 

Rem. I made em io fit yon, Madam. 

Lure. Fit me! fit my monkey — What d'ye think I 
wear cloaths to pleaſe myſelf ! Fit me! fit the faſhion, 

pray: No matter for me I thought ſomething. was 

he matter, I wanted quality-air, — Pray, Mr Remnant, 
let me have a bulk k of quilt, a ſpreading counter. I de 
remember now, the ladies in the apartments, the birth- 
night were moſt of em two yards about. Indeed, 
Sir, if yon contrive my things any more with your ſcanty 
chatnbermaid's air, you ſhall work no more for me. | 
** Rem. IIa take care to Pa your we for the 
future, [Ext 


' 


Enter a Gan: | 


Ser. Madam, my maſter defires ——— 

Lure. Hold, hold, fellow ; for Gad's ſake hold : If 
thou touch my cloachs with that tobacco breath of thine, 1 
mall poiſon the whole drawing-room. Stand at the door 

os and ſpeak. ['Serv. xx fo the door, and ſpeaks. 
er. My maſter, Madam, delires —— 
Lure. Oh hideous ! Now the_raſcal bellows ſo loud, 
that he tears my head to pieces. Here, aK wardneſß, 
go take the booby's meſſage, and bring it to me. "EM 
goes to the door, whiſpers, and 8 

Cham. My maſter deſires to know how your 
reſted laſt night, and if you are pleas'd to admit 2 v. 
this morning ? 

Lure. Ay — Why, this is vit Tan infappir 
able toil th N, quality to model hicir bub 
bands to — breeding. * 


Enter Standard. 


Stand. Good-morrovw, | deareſt angel. Ker bee yo 
reſted laſt night ? . 
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Lure. Eard, Lard, Colonel! What a room have you 
* 1 here with your dirty feet Blefs me, Siri WII i 
you never. be reclaim d from your ſlovenly cam e 
Tis the moſt unmannerly thing in nature to 
d bow in a lady's chamber with — 
ar neſs upon the boards. | 
* niet reception 'this, truly. 

bal create an averſion to my company: bot, for the fu- 
ture; I fhall honour! your Ladyſhip's apartment as the ſe- 
pulchre at Jeruſalem, and always come in bare foot. 

Lure. Sepulcbre, at Jeruſalem ! - Your compliment, Sir, 
is very far-fetched : but your feet indeed have a very tra- 
velling air. | 

Stand. Come, came, -my dear, no 8 diſputes up- 
on trifles, ſince you know I never contend with you in 
matters of 3 You are ſtill miſtreſs of your 
fortune, and no Co 
your pleaſure, by one faithful — 
ſires — Come, — your brow. of that uneaſy 
and let that pleaſing air take place that firſt inſnar 
heart. I have inyited ſome gentlemen to dinner, w 
friend{hips deſerve a welcome look. Let their cntertain- 
ment ſhew how bleſs'd you have made me by a plenniful 


; If WE fortune, and the love of ſo agrecable a creature. 

„1 Lire. Your friends, I ſuppoſe, are all men of quality. 
joor Wl Stand. Madam, they are officers, and men of ' honour, 
aks. Lure. Officers, and men of hoaour ! That is, they will 


daub the ſtairs with 22. ſtam all the rooms with 
oud, Mcheir wine, talk bawdy to my woman, rail at the parlia- 
nels, ment, then at one another, do curing of throats, and 
aid break all my china. 

Stand. Admitting that I keep ſuch company, is unkind 
in you, Madam, to talk ſo ſeverely of my friends. 
but my brother, my dear, is juſt come from bis; yoyages 
and will be here to pay his reſpe&s to you. 

Lure. Sir, I ſhall not be at leifure to entertain a perſan | 
of his Wapping education, I can aſſure you. : 


Enter Parly, and whiſpers ber. 


Sir, I have ſome buſineſs ' with my woman ; you may 
855 Wertain your ſea· monſter by v may — 


| U 
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mand 2 din of pork and peaſe, with x bow! of punch, 1 
ſuppoſe; and fo, Sir, woch good may do you —— Come, 


Hel and furies ! 


1 Enter Fireball. . 
Fire. With it wy ben << Where's your wife, bro 
ther ? — He How; many what's the mater ? — 
dinner ready * | 
-- Stand: No——1 dent know — Hang it; rm forr 
that I invite'you : —— for you mnſt know that my wife i 
oy OTE Ny x key dangerous ef un 
— at 

Fire. 'Pſhaw ! Nothing, nothing, but a mari 
children, or breeding miſchief ? Where is te 
man ? Prithee Tet me ſee ber's men ſee "this fun 
lady you have pot. 
4 Stand. - Upon my word hes very i, and cans ov a 


Fre. S in that he can't tte ay bedy l what, te 

not in labour ure I tell you, J will ſee ber. 

Where is ſhe ? TLooking abut, 

Korn No, no, brother; ſhe's gone abroad to takt 
air. 

Fire. What the devil ! dangerous fick, and gone out! 
So ſick, that ſhe'll ſee no body within, yet gone abroad u 
dee al the world ! — Ay, you have made your fortuna 
with a ' vengeance ! —— Then, brother, you ſhall dint 
with me at Locket's; I hate theſe family-dinners, where: 
man's oblig'd to, O Lard, Madam; no apology, dear & 
Tis very good indeed, Madam — For yourſelf, deat 
Madam —— Where between the rubb'd floor under fod, 
the china in one corner, and the glaſſes in another, 
marr can't make two ſtrides' without hazard of his lie 
Cammend me to a boy and a bell, Coming, coming, i 
Mach noiſe, no attendance, and a dirty room, 'where| 
may cat like a horſe, drink like a fiſh, and ſwear like! 


devil. Hang your family-dinners ; come along with m 


£4 thy are going out, enter Banter hey 50 fag 
ſeems/to retire. * . 
Sond Whe's chat ? Come in, Sir. Your buſineſs, prop 


Ban 


1 in, him; he's bebdlding 9 bi education for 


: 
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Ban. Perhaps, Sir, 88 ſo proper to inform 
you; for you e as great a ſtranger here as my- 
ſelf. 


neſs with your wife. | 

Ban. His wife! Gad fo! & nivary; Bids a very 
pretty fellow, a likely fellow, and a handſome fellow; I 
find like a monſter about him: I wou'd fain ſee 
his forehead tho' —— Sir, your humble ſervant. | 

Sand. 'Your's, Sir — But why dye ſtare ſo in my 
face! 5 | 
Ban. I was told, Sir, that the Lady Lurewelbs hnſ- 


which he mi 

Fire. that, brother. [In his ear. 

Stand. Your information, Sir, was net: 1 have a 
croſs cut over my left eye that's remarkable. But 
pray, Sir, by what marks are you to be known. - 

Ban. Sir, I am dignify'd and diſtinguiſh'd by the name 
and title of Beau Banter; I'm younger brother to Sir 
Harry Wildair ; and J hope to inherit his eſtate wich his 
EY for his wife, Tm told, is dead, and has left no 

Stand. Oh, Sir! I'm -very humble ſervant ; 
you're not unliſce your brother in the face ; but methinks, 
Lir, you don't become his humour altogether { well; for 
what's nature in him, looks like affectation in you. 

Ban. Oh Lard, Sir ! enter more in me, what 


his air: Now where d'ye think my humour was eſta- 
bliſh'd ? ; 


Stand. Where? 


Ban. Ay: There have Il been alm wy: PROP 


mater theſe ſeven years :- Yet, in defiance to legs of mutten, 


ſmall beer, crabbed books, and ſour-facd doQtors, I can 
dance a minuet, court a miſtreſa, 
a Paroli, with any Wildair in 


Sir, in 1 univerſity, Im a gentleman. 
— K . 


Fire, 
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. Fire. [ Mimicking him.] 2 2 Apna 5 
a pretty gentleman, —— Then, [ where's 
wife * —— Hark'e, young Plato, whether wou 4 yo 
have your noſe ſlit, or your ears cut ? 

Ben. Firſt tell e Sir, which wou'd you — to be 
run through the body, or ſhot throughi the head ? 

Fire. Follow me, and I'I tell ye. | 

Ban. Sir, my ſervants my, if you have no 
equipage of your own. 

Fire. Blood, Sir! f | | 

Stand. Hold, brother, hold ; he's a | boy. 

Ban. Look 6 Br L keep: half a dozen ſootmen that 
have no buſm the earth but to anſwer impertinent 

ueſtions: Now, Sir, it your fighting ſtomach can digeſt 
eſe {xx brawny fellows for a. breakfaſt, their maſter, per- 
344 may do you the fayour to run you through the body 

'- 

Fire. Sirrah, will you fight me? I receiv'd juſt . now 
fix month's pay, and by, this, hight, PII ove — the half 
on't for one fair blow at your 

Banu. Down with your money, Sir. 

Stand. No, no, brother; if you are ſo free of your 
pay, get into the next room; there you'll find ſome com- 
pany at cards, I ſuppoſe z you may find opportanity for 
your revenge; my houſe protects him now. | 

Fire. Well, Sir, the time will come. [Exit 

Ban. Well aid, Brazen-head. 

Fand. I hope, Sir, you'll excuſe the freedom of this 
gentleman; his education has been among che boiſterous 
elements, the winds and wayes. 

Ban. Sir, + _ neither him, nor his wind and waves 
neither: I'm vileg d to be very impertinent, . an 
Oxonian; and i oblig d to fight no man, being a beau 
. Stand. Sir, 7 * the freedom of your condition. 
hut pray, Sir, have you ſeen your brother dude he 

9 une laſt oer? 

Ban. I ban't ſcen my brother theſe ſeven years, and 
ſcarcely heard from him but by report of others. About 
2 month ago he was pleas' d to honour me with a letter 
from Paris, importing his deſign of being in London ver) 
ſoon, with a deſire of meeting me here. Upon this, I 
gy thy cap'and gown for a lng wig ad frond, and 

came 


— >  H___ a ( ee PS — — — — — © 
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came up to London to attend him; went te his houſe; but 
that was all in ſables for meas mags — ; _ 1 _ 
told that he deſign d to-c abitatien, becauſe 
wou'd avoid all rememhrances that might diſturb his quiet. 
You are the firſt perſon that has tald me of his arrival, and 
I expect that you may likewiſe inform me u where to wait 
on him. » SELODIENY ., eee 

Stand. And 1 ſuppoſe, Sr, this was the bus? vel tha 
occaſion'd me the honour of this viſit. 2 

Ban. Partly this, and partly an affair of identes! ton 
ſequence, You muſt know, Sir, that though I have read 
ten thouſand lies in the univerſity, yet 1 Rabe learn d to 
ſpeak the truth myſelf; and to deal plainly with -you, the 
honour of this viſit, as you were pleas'd to term i, was de- 
ſign'd to the Lady Lurewell. 

Stand. My wife, Sir! 

Ban. My Lady Lurewell, I fay, Sir. 

Stand. But 1 ſay, my wife, Sir. —— What: 

Ban. Why, look ye, Sir; you may have the honour 
of being eall'd the Lady Lurewell's huſband ; but you will 
never find in any author, either ancient or modern, that 
ſhe's call'd Mr Standard's wife. *Tis true, you're a hand- 
ſome young fellow; ſhe kd you, ſhe marry'd'you 3 and 
though the prieſt made you boch one fleth, yet there's no 
ſmalſ diſtinction in your Mood. Lou are ſtill a difbanded 
colonel, and ſhe is ſtill a woman oſ quality, I take it. 

Stand. And you are the moſt impudent young fellow 1 


| ever met with in all my. life, I take it. 


Ban. Sir, I'm a miſter of arts, — I plead the privi- 
tege of my ſtanding: | * 
Enter a ſervant, and whiſpers Banter. | A 
Ser, Sir, the gentleman in the coach N x 
begone unleſs comb preſently. © + ER 
| Ban. Ih. * _— your bumble! ſervant 
Stand: Sir, you! | muſt excuſe me fon met wairiag on you 


down ſtairs, « — An _—_— young ob | 
xit another way, 


ems . SCENE 


IC 2108. bot; ud was » Je 


28 SIRHARRY WILDAIR. Aan. 
enn made e 
7. 5 
Enter been Ladies, Monf. Marquis, and Fire 
as | g gamaſters, one 313 another, tearing their — 
A "em about 
Lure. * 4 Undone | Deſtroy d! 
x Lady. O -— 5 Fortune ! Fortune ! 
2 Lach. What will my haſband ſay ? 
def. Oh Malicur 1 Malbeur ! Mathenr ! v 
Fire, Blood and fire, I have loſt ſix months pay. 
Monf. A hundred and ten piſtoles, ſink me. , 
Fire, Sink you! fink me, that have loſt two hundred 
and ten pi ink you indeed! 
— But why wou'd you hazard the bank upon one 
Monſ. Becauſe me bad loſe by de card tree times be. 
fore. —— Look, dere Madam, de very next card bad 
been out. Oh Nurbleu / qui /a ? 


Lure. I rely'd on che cards 
. e REM 


SE 
E! 
8 
=. 


Sings. ] Look ye, 


| — piece of muſic that ever I heard in my life ; they 
caſtagnets in the world. ks the mo- 


| gainers joy : - Get ye into my pock- 
et. Now, gentlemen and ladies, I am your _ 


3 


* 
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the merchants by the bank of the city. Cards ! the great 


fervam —= You'll — Ree <A 
ei — 7j — 
ſpeak; r 7 oe to be dumb. 
es rh 

captain ox 
Fire. Death and hel}! Way dye ſtrike me, Sir ? 
Drawing. 

— The Ki ; of Spain is dead! | 
Fire. The King of Spain dead 
. Dead as Julius Czefar'z 1 bels lewer at juſ 


Down it goes Ffaith.. , Allons for the thatch"d houſe 
and the Mediterranean. — Tall dal de rall. E 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Bravely reſab d, 
Lure. Blef me, Sir Harry! 1 was afraid of a quarrel. 
Fm ſo much concern'd ! | * 
Wild. At the loſs of your money, 


The lawyer's tongue, the ſoldlier's ſword, the courtier's - 
flattery, and the merchant's trade, are ſlaves that 
golden wines for you. Yeur eyes unte the miſer' 


ted purſe. [To one lady.], Melt into coin: the magiſtrate” 
y . 


9. * 

Wild. What, forſwear cards! Why, Madam, you'l 
ruin our trade I'll maintain, that the 
circulates more by the Raſſet-bank, than the wealth af 


C 3 
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miniſters of Fortune's power, that blindly ſhuſſle out her 
thoughtleſs fayours, and make a knave more pow'rfut 
than a King. —— What adoration do theſe powers receive 
[Lifting up. a card.] from the bright hands and fingers of 
the fair, always lift up to pay devotion here! And the 
pleaſing fears, the anxious hopes, and dubious joy that en- 
tertain our mind! The capot at Piquet, the parols at 
Baſſet; — And then Ombre! who can reſiſt the charms 
of Mattadors? N 

Lure. Ay, Sir Harry; and then the /ept le va, gquinze 
le va, and trante le va! | | 
- Wild. Right, right, Madam.“ oY 

Lure. Then the Nine of Diamonds at Comet, Three 
fives at Cribbidge, and pam in Lanteraloo, Sir Harry! 

_ Wild. Ay, Madam, theſe are charms indeed. 
Then the pleaſure of picking our buſband's pocket over - 
night, to play at Baſſet next day! Then the advantage a 
fine gentleman may make of a lady's neceſlity, by gain - 
ing a favour for fifty piſtoles, which a hundred years 
courtſhip cou'd never have produced. 

Lure. Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul play. 

Wild. Nay, nay, Madam, tis nothing but the game; 
and I have play'd it ſo in France a hundred times. 

Lure. Come, come, Sir, no more on't. I'll tell you 
in three words, that rather than forego my cards, I'Il for- 
ſwear my viſits, faſhions, my monkey, friends and rela- 
hw ws N | 


Mild. There ſpoke the ſpirit of true-born Engliſh wo- 
men of quality, with a true French education. 
Lure. Look ye, Sir Harry, I am well born, and I was 
well bred ; I brought my huſband a large fortune: he 
ſhall mortgage, or I will elope. 
Wild. No, no, Madam! there's no occaſion for that; 
See here, Madam | 
Lure. What, the ſinging; birds; Sir Harry, let me ſee. 
Wild. Pugh, Madam, theſe are but a few. — But I 
con'd wiſh, de tout mon ceur, for elque commodite, 
where I might be handſomely plunder'd of em. 
Lure. 4h! Chevalier ! tous jour obligeant, engageant, 
& tout ſa — | | 
Wild. Allons, allons, Madam, tout à votre ſervice. 
' - . . . 
e. 


* 
| 
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*. 
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Lure. No, no, Sir Harry, not at this time o day; you 
ſhall hear from me in the evening. 1 54S 

Wild. Then, Madam, Fil 2 
tertain you the while. Tis a French pocket , with 
ſome remarks of my own upon the new way of making 
love. Pleaſe to peruſe it, and give me your opinion in the 


evenings | Exit. 
Lure. [Opening the book.} A French pocket- 
with upon the new way of making love ! Then 


Sir Harry is turning author, I find. — What's here? 
— Hi, bi, hi. A bank bill for a hundred — 
The new way of making love ! —— Pardis cet fort gal- 
laut — One of the prettieſt remarks that ever I ſaw in 
my life! Well now, that Wildair's a charming fellow 
— Hi, hi, bi, — He has ſuch an air, and ſuch a turn 
in what he docs! I warrant now there's a hundred home- 
bred blockheads wou'd come, — Madam, Fll give you a 
hundred guineas if you'll let me. — Faugh ! hang their 
nauſeous immodeſt proceedings. Here's a hundred 
pound now, and he never names the thing; I love an 
uupudent action with an air of modeſty with all * 

| | K* ts. 


e 
SCENE, Continues. | 
Lurewell and Monſicur Marquis. 


Ell, Monſieur, and have you thought how to 
retalitate your ill fortune? 

Monſ. Madam, I have. tought dat Fortune be one blind 
bitch. Why ſhou'd Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Che- 
valier dan to de France Marquis ? Ave I not de bon grace? 
Ave not I de perſonage? Aye I not de undeſtanding ? 
Can de Anglis Chevalier dance bettre dan-I Can doe 
Anglis Chevalier fence bettre dan L? Can de Anglis 
Chevalier 1 bettre dan 11 Den why ſhou'd For- 
— ens to de Anglis Cheyalier dan. de France 

arquis 

Lure. Why! Becauſe Fortune is blind. s 

Mon/. Blind! Yes, begar, and dum and deaf too, —— 
Vell den, Fortune give de Anglis man de riches, but Nas 

dure 


Fire, 
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rare gave de France man de poltque is corre$t de unequil 
1 


Lure. But how can you correct it, Monſicur? 
2 Econte, Madam. L Arry Wüdar his viſe be 


/. Begar, 

. vife fall enckatd her buſband. 
— How, how, Sir, a dead woman cuekold her huſ. 
. Mon. Mark ! Madam ; we France men make de di- 
ſtinction between de deſign and de term of de treaty. — 
She canno touch his head, but ſhe can cuckold his pocket 
of ten touſan livres. 

Lure. Pray explain yourſelf, Sir.. 

Meonſ. I ave Sir Arry Wildair his vife in my pocket. 

Eure. How | Sir Harry's wife in your pocket! 

Meon/. Hold, Madam, dere is an autre diſtinction be- 
tween de deſign and de term of de treaty. 
Laure. Pray, Sir, no more of your diſtin-tions, but 


V Wen de France man's politique is in his head, 
. is ba but diſtinction upon his tongue. — See 
e effic Herro's wile in my 


Eure. Is t poſlible ? 

Menſ. Voyez. 

Lure. The very ſame, and fincly drawn: pray, Mon- 
fieur, how did you- purchaſe it * 

Manſ. As me did purchaſe de picture, ſo me did gain 
de ſubſtance, de dear, dear fubſtance, by de bon mien, 
de France air, chatant, charmant, de politique à la tate, 
and dangant a la pic. 

Lure. Lard bleſs me ! How cunningly ſome women 

can play the rogue! Ah! have I found it out! Now, a 
T hope for mercy, I am glad ont. I hate to have any wo- 
man more virtuous than myſelf. =— Here" was 2 
work with my Lady Wildair's my. Lady Wildair's 
conduct! and my Lady Wildair's 2 , foriooth ! Now, 
dear Monſieur, you have infallibly to me the beſt news 
that I ever nr life. Well, and ſhe was but ons 


of us! hch! Mar 
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Oh, Madam! me no tell tale, me no ſcandaliſe 
= de picture be dumb, de picture ſay noting.” 

Lire. Oe come, Sir, no more diſtinctions; I'm 
fare it was fo. . I wou'd have given the world for ſuch a 
ſtory of her while ſhe was living. She was charitable, 
forſooth ! and ſhe was devout, forſooth ! and every body 
was twitted 1'th" teeth with my Lady Wildair's reputation: 
And why don't you mark her behaviour, and her diſcre- 
tion? She goes to church twice a-day. —— Ah! I hate 
theſe congregation-women. There's ſuch a fuſs and ſuah 
2 clutter about their devotion, that it makes more noiſe 
than all the bells in the pariſh —— Well, but what ad- 
n_— 

Mon. oO livres, parde. 
Artendex vous, Madam. Dis Lady ſhe die at Montpelier 
in France; I ave de broder in dat city dat write me one 
account that ſhe die in that city, and dat ſhe ſend me dis 
AA 6 2 

uis, de charmant Marquis, mon cœur le Marquis. 
1 Ay, here was devotion ! here was diſcretion ! 
here was fidelity! Mon coeur le Marquis! Ha, ha, ha. 
— Well, bat how will this procure the money? 

Monſ. Now, Madam, for de France 
Lure. Ay, what is the French politic? 
— Never to tell a ſecret to a voman. Ma- 
dam, je ſui votre ſerviteur. [ Runs off. 
e. hold, Sir, we ſhan't part ſo; I will bave 
It, [ Follows. 


Enter Standard and Fireball. 


ire. Hah! Look! look! look you there, brother! 
BF — they coquet it! Oh! there's a Jook | there's a 
fimper ! there's a ſqueeze for you 15 now the Marquis 
is at it. Mon ceur, ma — — , allens : Don't you 
ſee how the French rogue has eps and the feet, 
and the hands, and the tongue, 


g together? 

Stand. ( [Palin in did d heres my reaſon ? 

Where's my ophy ? Where my religjon now? 
Fire, TT ll you where they are, in your forehead, 


Sir. — Blood! I ſay, 1 
? 


Stand. But how, dear 


Fire. 
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ire. Why, ſtab him, ſtab him now. alan him, 
| . him, I ſay. 

Stand, Stab him! Why cuckoldom's a hydra that hears 
a thouſand heads; and though I ſhou'd cut tlus one off, 
the monſter ſtill would ſprout. Muſt I murder all the 
fops in the nation ? and to — head from hotns, ex- 
poſe my neck to the halter? 

Fire. Sdeatb, Sir, can't you kick and cuff? Kick one. 

Stand. Cane another. 

Fire. Cut oft the ears of a third. 

Stand. Slit the noſe of a fourth. 

Fire. Tear cravats. 

Stand. Burn perukes. 

Fire. Shoot their coach - horſes. 

Stand. A noble plot. But now it's laid, how 
ſhall we put it in execution? for not one of theſe fellows 
ſtirs about without his guard du corps. Then they're ſtout 
as heroes; for I can aſſure you, that a beau with fix foot- 
men ſhall fight you any gentleman in Chriſtendom. © 


Euter ſervant. 


Ser. Sir, here's Mr Clincher below, ma: the ho. 
nour to kiſs your hand. 

Stand. Ay, why here's ancther bean. 

Fire. Let him come, let him come; I'll ſhew you 
how. to manage a beau preſently. 

Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; this is a ſimple inoffenbve 
fellow, that will rather make us diverſion. 

Fire. Diverſion! Ay. Why, I'll knock him down 
for diverſion, - 

Stand. No, no; prithee be quiet; I gave him a ſurſeit 
of intriguing ſome months ago before I was marry'd. 
—— Here, bid him come up. He's won th 3 1 
ance, brother. 

Fire. My acquaintance ! what is he? 

Stand. A fellow of a ſtrange weathercock A very 
hard, but as light as the wind; conſtandy full of the 
times, and never fails io pick up ſome — or mw 
out of the public revolutions, that proves diverting — 2 
Some time ago he had got the travelling 
bead, and was going to the Jubilee — — o caſions; 


but lacly, ſince the new reyolution in Europe, _ 
"MF 


* 


0 
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ſpirit has poſſeſs d him, and he runs ſtark mad after news 
and T2441 


Enter Clincher. 


Clin. News, news, Colonel, great — Eh! what's 
this fellow? Methinks he has a kind of ſuſpicious air. | 
—— Your car, Colonel. The Pope's dead. 

Stand. yy pe hear it ? _ 

Clin. 1 it in the public news. iſpering. 

Stand. Ha, ha, ha. —— And why d' we — it 
for a ſecret ? | | 

Clin. Odſo! Faith that's true —— But that fellow | 
here; what is he? 

Hand. My brother Fireball, juſt come home from the 
Baltick. 

Clin. Odſo! Noble Captain, I'm your moſt humble and 
obedient ſervant, from the poop to the forecaſtle. ——— 
Nay, a kiſs ot other ſide, pray. Now, dear Cap- 
tain, tell us the news. Odſo! I'm fo pleas'd I 
have met you ! Well, the news, dear Captai You 
ſail'd a brave ſquadron of men of war to the Baltick. — 
Well, and what then? eh! 

Fire. Why then we came back again. 

Clin. Did you, faith ? Fodliſh ! fooliſh! v 
fooliſh ! a right ſea-captain —— But what did you — ? 
How did you fight? What ſtorms did you meet? and 
what whales did you ſee ? 

Fire. We had a violent ſtorm off the coaſt of Jutland. 

Clin. Jutland ! Ay, that's part of Portugal, — Well 
and ſo, — you enter'd the Sound; — and you maul'd 
Copenhagen, *faith. —— And then that pretty, dear, 
ſweet, wy King of Sweden! —— . ſort of a man 
is he, pray 

Fire. Why, tall and ſlender. _ 

Clin. Tall and ſlender ! Much about my pitch? Heh : 

Fire, Not ſo ny not alroge ther ” low. | 

Clin. No! 1 for't : very ſorry, indeed. 
[Here Parly rs, ſtands at the door ; Clincher beck- 
ons her with his hands behind, going backwards, and ſpeak- 
ing to her and the gentlemen y turns.) Well, and —— 
more? And ſo you bombarded Copenhagen, ( 


2 —Whiz, ſlapt went the bombs. (Mrs bay] 
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And fo — Well, not altogether ſo you ſay — 
Here's a letter, you jade.) Very tall, you ſay? Is the 
ing very tall? —— (Here's a guinea, you jade.) 
She takes the letter, and the Colonel obſerves him.) 
em ! hem! Colonel I'm mightily troubled with the 

ptyſic of late. Hem ! hem! a ſtrange ſtoppage of 

my breaſt here. Hem! but now it is off again. 

Well, but, Captain, yon tell us no news = 
Fire. I tell you one piece that all the world knows, and 

ſtill you are a ſtranger-to it. 

Clin. Bleſs me ! what can this be ? 

Fire. That you are a fool. 

Clin. Eh! Witty, witty ſea-captain. Odſo! and ] 
wonder, Captain, that your underſtanding did not fplit 
your ſhip to pieces. 

Fre. Why ſo, Sir? 

Clin. Becauſe, Sir, it is fo very ſhallow, very ſhallou. 
There's wit for yon, Sir 


Enter Parly, who gives the Colonel a letter. 


'Odfo! a letter! Then there's news. — What, is it 
the foreign poſt? What news, dear Colonel, what news! 
Hark ye, Mrs Parly. | | 

[He talks fm Parly, while the Colonel reads th 
e eller. 
Stand. The ſon of a whore ! Is it he ? [Looks at Clin 


arg Dear Madam, ; a 
T Was afraid to break open the ſeal of your letter, leſt I 
ſhou'd violate the work of your fair hands. — 
Oh! fulſome fop !] I therefore, with the warmth of 1 
et thaw'd it aſunder. [Ay, here's ſuch a turn of ſtyle 
| as takes a fine lady !] 7 no news, but that the Pope 
dead, and I have ſome packets upon that affair to [end m 
correſpondent in Wales ; but I ſhall wave all buſintſh 
8 hour appointed, with tht 
vings of a fiying-poſt. =— Your's, | 
* * Toby Clincher. 


Very well, Mr Toby, —— Harke, brother, this fe 
8 4 | | 


22 
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Stand. Ste here! A letter to my wife! N 
Fire. 9 Wei 1 FI 
Stand. No, no, we manago to more aden 
Take him with you Locket 8, and invent bee 
to fuddle A Here,” Mr Clincher, I have pre- 
vail'd on my brother here to give you a particular * 
of the whole voyage to the Sund by his own! journal, if 
you leaſe to honour him with your at Locket's. 
ö * 

Stand. Shew it him. 9 

Fire. Here, Sir. 1 

Clin. Now for news ——— cab Therſlay, Aaguſt 
the 1 7th, from the 6th at noon to this day noon, winds pa- 
riable, courſes per traverſe, true courſe ed, with 
all impediments all , it north 45 degrees, 5 60 
miles, difference of latitude 42 is, departure” neſt 40 
miles, latitude per jud; 54 degrees 13 minutes, meri- 
dian diſtance eurrent from the bearmg of the land, and the 
latitude is 88 miles. — Odfo} Gres news, Hall. — 
Let me ſee. At noon broke our main-topſail-yard, being 
rotten in the ſlings ; two whales font . Odſo 
whale ! Great news, faith. Come, come Captain. 
But, d'ye hear? with this proviſo, Gentlemen, I won't 
drink; for, hark'e, Captain, between you and I, there's 
a fine lady in the wind, and I ſhall dere the longiode and 
latitude of a fine lady, and . xt 

Fire. A fine lady! Ah the rogu 155 3 ide. 

Clin. Tes, a fine lady, Colonel, 1 very fine 
Come, no een, good Captain. 

[Exeunt Fireball and Clincher. 
5 Stand. Well, Mrs Parly, how go the reſt of our af 
airs ? | 

Par. Why; worſe and worſe, Sir 3 here's, more wif 
chief ſtill, more branches a-ſprouti ing. 

Stand.” Of Wh Lane pray ? 2 

Par. Why, chat i t young rogue, Sir Harry Wild- 
air's brother, has commenc'd his ſuit, and feed counſel al- 
ready, —— Look here, Sir, two pieces, for which, by 
article, I am to receive four. 

Stand, *Tis a hard caſe now, that a man maſt give 
four guineas for the good news of his diſtwgour. © Some 
men throw away their money in debauching other mens 
RT D 
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wives, and I lay out mine to keep my own honeſt. But 

this is making a man's fortune ! — Well, child, there's 

your pay; and I expect, when erm a true ac- 

count how the buſineſs goes on. 

Wy Bat ſuppoſe the bus neſs be done before you come 
Stand. No, -K ſhe han't ſeen him yet ; and her ide 


will preſerve her againſt the firſt aſſaults Beſides, I ſhan't 
ſtay. Lan Col. and Par, 


8 C E NE changes to another room jn the ſame bouſe 
Enter Wildair and Lurewell. 


Lure. Well now, Sir Harry, this book you doe mel 
As I hope to breathe, I think tis the beſt-penn'd piece I 
have ſcen a great While; I „. our au- 
thors have wrote in ſo florid and genteel a ſtyle. 


Wild. Upon the ſubject, Madam, I dare affirm there is | 


nothing extant more moving. Look ye, Madam, I am 
an author rich in expreſſions: The needy poets of the 
age may fill their works with rhapſodies of flames and 


darts, and barren ſighs and cars, their ſpeaking looks, 


and amorous vows, that might in Chaucer” s time, perhaps, 
have paſs'd for love; but now, tis only ſuch as I can 
touch that noble paſſion, and by the true perſuaſive elo- 
quence, turn'd in the moving ſtyle of Louis d ors, can raile 
the raviſh'd female to a rapture. — In ſhort, Madam, II 
match Cowley in ſoftneſs, o ertop Milton in ſublime, ban- 
ter Cicero in eloquence, and Dr Swan in Juibbling, by 
the help of that moſt ingenious ſociety, call'd the bark of 
England. 
ure. Ay, Sir Harry, I begin to hate that old thing 

call'd love; they ſay tis clear out in France, - + 

Wild. Clear out, 1 4 out, no body wears it: and here 
too, honeſty went out with the ſlaſn d doublets, and love 
with the cloſe · body d gowns. Love! Tis ſo obſolete, ſo 
mean, and out of faſhion, that I can compare it to no- 
thing but the miſerable picture of patient Grizel at the head 
of an old ballad —— Faugh ! 

Lure. Ha, ha, ha — The beſt emblem in the world. 
— Come, Sir Harry, faith we'll run it down. — 


Loye | — Ay, methinks 4 ſce the mournful W 


fe 
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with her handkerchief at her eye, her heart full of fixe, 


her eyes full of water, her head full of madneſs, and her 
mouth full of nonſenſe — Oh! OE TOY 
ditties, piteous 


Wild. Ay, Madam. Then the 
plaints, the daggers, the poiſons ! 

Lure. Oh the vapours ! a N 

Wild. Then a man muſt kneel, and a man muſt fwear. 
—— There is a repoſe, I ſee, in the next room. [ Aſide. 

Lure. Unnatural ſtuff. | 

Vid. Oh, Madam, the moſt unnatural thing in the 
world; as fulſome as a ſack-poſſet, [Pulling her towards 
the door. ], ungenteel as a wedding- ring, and as impudent 
as the naked ſtatue was in the — FPulls her again. 

Lure, Ay, Sir Harry, I hatelove that's impudent. Theſe 
poets dreſs it up ſo in their tragedies, that no modeſt wo- 
man can bear it. Your way is much the more tolerable, 
I muſt confeſs. — PE 

Mild. Ay, ay, Madam; I hate your rude whining and 
ſighing ; it puts a lady ont of countenance. Pulling her. 

Lure. Truly fo it does. — Hang their impudence. 
But where are we going! 

Mild. Only to rail at love, Madam. [Pulls her in. 


Enter Banter. 


Ban. Hey ! Who's here ? [Lutewell comes back. 
Lure. *Pſhaw, prevented by a ftranger too! Had it 
been my huſband now —— *Pſhaw ! — Very familiar, 
Sir. [Banter takes up Wildair's hat, that was dropt in 
the room. 

Ban. Madam, you have dropt your hat. 


Lure. Diſcoyer'd too by a ſtranger! — What ſhall 


I do ? 

Wild. [From within.) Madam, you have- got the 
moſt confounded pens here! Can't you get the Colonel to 
write the ſuperſcriptions of your letters for you? 

Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry ! Don't you know' that the 
Colonel can't write French ? Your time is ſo precious ! 

Wild. Shall I direct by way of Roan or Paris? 

Bar. Madam 5 ppland choice of 

an, „I very much appland your choice of a 
ſecretary : he- underſtands the intrigues of moſt courts in 
Europe, they ſay, a+. 7 7 200-4 \ 
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Enter Wildair, with a letter. 


_ Wild. Here, Madam, I preſume tia right This 
geutlernan a rclarioh of yours, Madam ? — * 
(ſide, 


Ban. Brother, your humble ſervant. 
Vid. Brother! By what relation, Sir? 

Ban. Begotten by the ſame father, born of the ſame 
mother, brother kindred, and brother beau. 

Wild. Hey-day ! How the fellow ſtrings his genealogy ! 
—— Look ye, Sir, you may be brother to Tom Thumb 
for ought I Know: but if you are my brother — I cou'd 
have wiſh'd you in your mother's womb for an hour or 
two longer. {Afde, 

Ban. Sir, I receiv'd your letter at Oxford, with your 
commands to meet you in London ; and if you can re- 
member your own hand, there tis. [Groves a letter. 

of [Looking over the tetter.] Oh! Pray, Sir, let me 
conſider you a little — B iter, a pretty boy, a ve 
pretty boy; a handſome — 7 8 Walks ar 
and views him.], well dreſs'd — The r 
leg too —— Come, Kiſs me, child — Ay, he Kiſſes ike 
one of the family, the right velvet lip —— ” Canſt thou 
dance, child ? \ 

Ban. Ouy, Monſieur. | 

Lare. Hey-day! French too, Why 80 Sr, you 

cou'd never be bred at Oxford ! | 

br No, Madam, my cloaths were made in London 
— Brother, 1 have ſome affairs of conſequence to com- 
municate, which require a little privacy 

Lure. Oh, Sir! I beg your pardon, 1 leave you. Sit 


3 you'll ſtay ſapper ? [Ext 
Wild. Aſſurement, Madam. £ 


Ban. Yes, Madam, we'll both ſtay. 
Wild. Both! — Sir, III fend you back to your mu- 
. ton-cortumons again. How now ? 

Ban. No, no; I ſhall find better nanton-commens bf 
meſſing with you, brother. — Come, Sir Harry, if you 
ſtay, I ſtay; if you Lap | 7 

Wild. Why, the 's in this young fellow. Why, 
Sirrah, haſt thou any thought of being my heir? Why, 
you dog, you ought to * for me : you ſhou'd hood 

r= 


. 
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K of wenehes © purpoſe to. hunt down matrimony. 
Don't you know Sir, that lawfol wedlock in me is cer- 


tain poverty to on ? Lock ye, Sirrah, come along; 
for my xy Aer juſt now, if you don't get 9 
? new miſtreſs to-night, Il marry to-morrow, and won't 
leaye you a groat. — Go, pimp like a dutiful brother. 
[Puſhes him out, and exit. 


\ | ACT WV. 
| | 
' SCENE, A tavern. 
or 
. Enter Fireball, haling in Clincher. 
0 Fire, e, Sir; not drink the King's health! , 
_ Clin. Pray now, good. Captain, excuſe me. 
be Look here, Sir; the [Pulling out hit watch. ] critical mi» * 
ry nute, the critical minute, fait 
ut Fire. What Tye mean, Sir ? ' 
bn Clin. The lady's critical minute, Sir — Sir, your 
Le humble ſervant. [Coing. 
00 Fire. Well! The death of this Spaniſh King will — 
Clin. LReturning. ] Eh! what's that of the Spaniſh 
King? Tell me, dear Captain, tell me. 
you Fire. Sir, if you leaſe to w down, I'll tell you that 
old Don Carlos is dead. | 
Jon Clin. Dead ! — Nay then [Sits down. {23 Here, pen | 


wa and ink, boy ; pen and ink preſently ; I muſt wrue to my | 
correſpondent in Wales ſtraight — Dead ! | 
[Riſes, and walks about in cur. 1 
Fire. What's the matter, Sir ? 
Clin. Politics, politics, ſtark mad with politics. 
Fire. *Sdeath, Sir, what have ſuch fools as you to do 
with politics ? 
Clin, What, Sir ? The ſucceſſion. — Not mind the 
s by ſucceſſion ! 
you Fire, Nay, that's minded already; tis ſettled upon a 
prince of France. | 
hy, Clin. What, ſettled already ! — The beſt news that 
Vn Jer came into England, —— Come, Captain, faith and 
pa och, Praln, here's a health to the ſucceſſion. 
DA Fire. 


%% wo wc. 
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Fire. Burn the ſucceſſion, Sir. I won't drink it 
What, drink confuſion to our trade, religion, and liberties! 
iin. Ay, by all means. —— As for trade, dye ſee, 
Tm a gentleman, and hate it mortally. Theſe tradeſmen 
are the moſt impudent fellows we have, and ſpoil. all our 
manners. What have we to do with trade ? 
Fre. A trim politician truly: —— And what do you 
think of our religion, pray ? 

Clin. Hi, hi, hi. — Religion ! — And what has a 
tleman to do with religion, pray ? — And to hear a 
-captain talk of religion ! That's pleaſant, *faith. 

Fire. And have you no y to our liberties, Sir ? 

Clin. *Pſhaw ! liberties ! that's a jeſt. We beaux ſhall 

have liberty to whore and drink in any government, and 
that's all we care for. 


Enter Standard. 


Dear Colonel, the rareſt news! 
Stand. Damn your news, Sir ; why are you not drunk 
by this ? 
Cliu. A very civil queſtion truly ! 
Fand. Here, boy, bring in the brandy — Fil. 
Clin. This is a piece of politics that I don't ſo well 


comprehend. 

Stand. Here, Sir; now drink it off, or [Draws.] ex- 
pe& your throat cut. 

Clin. Ay, this comes o the ſucceſſion ; fire and ſword 
already. | 


Stand. Come, Sir, off with it. 
Clin. Pray, Colonel, what have I done to be burnt 


alive ? - 
Stand. Drink, Sir, I fay — Brother, manage him, 1 
muſt be gone. [4/7 ide to Fireball, and exit. 


Fire. Ay, drink, Sir. 

Clin. Eh! What the devil, attack'd both by ſea and 
land! — Look ye, Gentlemen, if I muſt be poiſon'd, 
pray let me chuſe my own doſe — Were I a lord now, I 
ſhou'd have the privilege of the block, and as I'm a gentle- 
man, pray ſtifle. me with claret at leaſt ! Don't let me 
dic like a bawd with brandy. 

Fire. Brandy! You dog, abuſe brandy ! Flat treaſon 


againſt 


! 
, 
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the fleet. » FRG, PR 
: "Enter Stark. Au 

Get three or four of the re and preſs tis 
e „ 7 4 


Cliu. iche en the the dent, 128 Ney, nay, = 
Captain, I to go to il this, way. Here 

i on confuſion, Im afraid. 
TDrinks it . Oh! fire! 1 fire! flames! brimſtone! 


and tobacco ! Þ [Beats his ſtomach. 
Fire. Here, quench it, quench it then. Fake the 
Hals, Sir. 


Clin. What, another broadſide! Nay then, Im ſumk 
downright. — Dear Captain, give me quarter; conſider 
the preſent juncture of affairs: You'll ſpoil my von ruin 
my politics; faith you will. | 

Fire. Here, Shark. 

Clin, Well, well, I will drink — The: devil. take 
Sark for me. [Drinks. J Whiz, buz, don't you hear it ? 
Put your ear to my breaſt, and hear how it whizzes like a 
hot iron — Eh ! Bleſs a” how the ſhip rouls ! —— I 
can't ſtand upon my legs, faith. — Dear Captain, give 
me a kiſs. 1— 4 4 — ſucceſſion. — Look ye, 85 
Gn, I ſhall be ſea- ſiek preſently. | 

[Falls into Fireball: 


Enter Shark, and another with a chair. 


Hire. Here, in with him. | 

Shark. Ay, ay, Sir — Avaſt, avaſt — Here, boy, — — 
No Nantz left. — [Tops the 4. 

Fire, Bring him along. 

Clin. Politics, politics, brandy, politics. 


SCENE changes to Lurewell's apartment 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 
Lure. Did you ever ſee ſuch an impudent young rogue 
as that Banter? He follow'd his brother up and down 


from place to place fo very cloſe, that we cou cou'd not ſo 
much as whiſper. 
Pa. 
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. Vteckon'Sir Harty will diſpoſe of bim now, Na. 
dam, where he may be d. — Bur T wonder, Ma- 
dam, why Clincher comes not according to his letter ! 
"Tis near the hour. 

Lure. I wiſh, Parly, that no hariti may befal me 7 
day ; for I had a moſt fi ightful dream laſt night; 1 
dream'd of a mouſe. 

Par. * Tis ſtrange, Madam, you ſhou'd: be fo mnch a- 
raid of that Intle creature that can do you no harm 

Lure. Look Br we women df quality have each 
of us ſoine darling ght — F'now hate. a mouſe; my 
Lady Lovecards bonn a cat; Mrs Fiddlefan can't bear a 
ſquirrel ; the Coumteſs of Piquet abominates a frog'; and 
my Lady Swimair hates a man. 


222 1 50 Enter Marquis running. 
Mer. Madam | Madam ! Purdie woyez. — L/ argent ! 
y argent - [Shews a bag of money. 


Lure. As I hope to breathe, he has Str —— Wal, 
bur how ? How, dear Monſieur ? 

Mar. Ah, Madam! Begar, Monſieur Sir Arry be one 
pigeanean — Voyez, Madam! Me did tell him dat my 
broder in Montpelier did furniſe his lady wid ten touſan 
livres for de expence of her travaille z and dat ſhe not 
being able to write when ſhe was dying, did give him de 
picture for de certificate and de credential to receive do 
money from her huſband. Mark ye! 

Lure. The beſt plot in the world. — Yon told him, 
that your brother lent her the money in France, when 
her bills, I ſuppoſe, were delay d. — You put in that, I 
Ren: 

Mar. Ouy, ouy, Madam. 

Lure. And that, upon her deathbed, ſhe gave your biv- 
ther the picture, as a certificate to Sir Harry that ſhe had 
receiy'd the money, which picture your brother ſent over 
to you, with commiſſion to receive the debt ? 

Mar. Aſſurement. — Dere was de politique, de France 
politique ! — See, Madam, what he can do, de France 
Marquis ! He did "make de Angliſe lady cuckle her huſ- 
band when ſhe was living, and ſheat him when ſhe was 
dead, begar. Ha, ha, ha. — Oh! Pardie, cet bon. 


Lare. Ah! But what did Sir Harry ſay ? Men. 


— — 
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Mar. Oh ! begar, Monſieur Chevalier he love his vife ; 
he fay, dat if ſhe takes up a hundre touſan livres, he wou'd 
repay it: he knew de picture, he ſay, and order me de 


money from his ſtewar — Oh, notre Dame! Menſicur 


Sir Arry be one dupe. 

Lure. 3 — Monſieur, I long to be thing. 
Was the conqueſt you made of his lady fo cafy ? What 
Aha did you ? And what reſiſtance did ſhe ſhew?. 

Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France is! Voyez, 
Madam; dere was tree denx-yeux, one renade, an 
two capre; dat was all, begar. * 1 

Lure. Chatillionte! There's ling in nature ſo ſweet 
to a longing woman, as a malicious ſtory, — Well, Mon- 
licur ! 'tis about a thouſand d ; we go ſnacks. 

Mar. Snacke ! Perdie, what ? Why ſnacke, Ma- 
dam? Me vill give you de preſent 9 
dat is ver good ſnacke for you. 

Lure. And you'll give the no more ? —Very well 

Mar. Ver" well! 2 "tis ver well. — Con- 
ſidre, Madam, me be de poor refugee; me ave noting 
but de religious charite, ail de de France politique, de fruit 
bf my own addreſs, dat is all. | 

Lure. Ay, an object of charity, with a thouſand pound 
in his fiſt ! Emh ! Oh Monſieur; that's my hufband, 1 
know his knock.  T Azocking below.) He — not ſee 
you, Get into the cloſet till by and by, ¶ Hurries him in. Is 
and if I don't be reveng'd upon your France 
then have I no Engliſh politique . Hang the money? 
I wou'd not for twice a thouſand pound nen 
this virtuous woman to her huſband. 


Enter Parly. 
Par. *Tis Sir Harry, Madam. 
Lure. As I cou'd wiſh. Chairs! 


Enter Wildair. 


Wild. Here, Mrs Parly, in the firſt place ante 2 
Louis d'or to thee for good lack, _ | 
Par. A guinea, Sir, will do as well. 


Mild. No, no, child; French money is * | 


8 in bribes, and very much in faſttion, child. 
Enter 


ur Dicky, and runt to Sir Harry. 


2 Dick: Sr, will 1 our on nightcaps ? 
Wild. Sirrah! mm. f 
Dick. Sir, Sir! ſhall I par your chair to the back · 
door by five o'clock in the morning ? = 

Hild. The devil's in the fellow. Get you _— 
[Dicky runs out.] Now, dear Madam, I have ſecur d my 


at love till we han't a wotd more to ſay. 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry —— Pleafe to ſit a little, Sir, — 
You muſt know I'm in a ſtrange humour of aſking you 
ſome queſtions. ——— How did you like your lady, pray 
Sir? 
ud. Like her! Ha, ha, ha. —— 80 very well, 
faith, that for her very lake Im in love with every wo- 
man I mect. 
Lure. And did matrimony pleaſe you extremely ? 
Mud. So very much, that if polygamy were allow'd, I 
wou'd have a new wife cvery day. 
Lure. Oh, Sir Harr! * This is raillery. yes 
rious thoughts upon th/ natter, pray. 
Mild. Why then, Madam, to give you my true ſemti- 
ments of wedlock : I had a lady that I marry'd by chance, 
ſhe was. virtuous by chance, and I lov'd her by great 
chance. Nature gave her beauty, education and air, and 
fortune threw a young fellow of five and twenty in her 
lap. — I courted her all day, lov'd her all night, ſhe 
was my miſtreſs one day, and my wife another: I found 
in one the variety of a man, and the very confine- 


ment of mar gave me the -* » "_ of change. 
Lure. And 4k was very 


Wild. Look ye, Madam, you — ly ſhe was beautiful. 
She had good nature about her mouth, the {mile of beauty 
in her cheeks, ſparkling wit in her forchead, and ſpright- 
ly love in her eyes. 

Lure. Pſhaw! I knew her very well; the woman 
hy well enongh. But you don't anſwer my queſtion, 


Wild. So, Madam, as I told you before, ſhe was young 
nd beautiful, I was rich and vigorous; my | eſtate gave 
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brother, you have diſpos d of the Colonel, and we'll ral 


4 
þ 
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N ar gc pee 
round, like the ring us ne; our — 
ſures circled without end. 4} 
Lure. Golden pleaſures ! Golden Gddleſticks. = — 
What d'ye tell me of fenen, Was he vir. 
tuous, I Tay ? 4 
Wild. Ready do burſt with envy ; but 1 will torment 
thee a little. LA ide.] So, Madam, I powder d to pleaſe 
her, ſhe dreſs'd to engage me! we toy d away the morn- 
ing in amorous nonſenſe, loll'd away the evening in the 
park, or the playhouſe, and all the night Hemm! 
Lure. ye, Sir, [anſwer my . or 1 bn 
take it Ill. 10 3371 1 
Wild. Then, Madam, there was never ach a 8 
tern of unity. — Her, wants were ſtill prevented by m ay 
ſupplies ; my own heart whiſper'd me her deſires, 
ſhe herſelf was there; no cohtention ever roſe, but the 
dear ſtrife of who ſhou'd'moſt oblige; no noiſe about au- 
thority ; for neither wou'd ſtoop to: Command, cauſe both 
thought it glory to obe. | 
Lure. Stuff! Stuff”! Stuff! iw believe's word 


' on't, 


Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Then, Madam, we never felt 
the yoke of matrimony, becauſe our inclinations made us 
one; a power ſuperior to the forms of wedlock. The 
marriage-torch bad loſt its weaker light in the bright flame 
of mutual love that join'd our hearts before: Then —— 

Lure. Hold, hold, Sir; I cannot bear it; Sir Harry, 
I'm affronted. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Aﬀronted ! 

Lure, Yes, Sir; tis an affront to any woman to hear 
another commended ; and I will reſent it. — In han, 
Sir Harry, your wife was a 

Wild. Buz, Madam. No detraQtion. — I'll tell 
yon What ſhe was. — So much an angel in her conduct, 
that though I ſaw another in her arms, I ſhou'd have 
thought the devil had rais'd the phantom, and my more 
conſcious reaſon had given my eyes the lie. 

Lure. Very well! Then IJ an't to be believ'd i it ſeems. 
—— But d'ye hear, Sir? 

Wild. Nay, Madam, do you hear? I tell yon, tis not 

in 
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in che power of malie to caſt a blot upon her fame; and 
h che vanity of our ſex, and the envy of you, con- 
ſpir d both ul ber bonour, Pad" 5 — 
— | Stopping hir car.. 
Lure. Why then, as I hope to breathe, youſhall: hear 
it, — The picure! the potkuve: * the picture E n 
LBæuling aloud. 
Mill. Ran, tan, tan. A piſtoi- bullet from car to car. 
Lure. Thar picture which you had jaſt now from the 
French for à thouſand pound that very picture 
09am par" ſend to the Marquis as a pledge 
both b of your and dying afſaction. So that you are 
of your honour, and n of your money. 


- ond. 
- Wild. Louder, louder, Madam. i 
Lure. I tell you, Sir, your wife was 4 jn; I know 
Se Os: he ways or 
— — Tal, hl, gderal;) 107 07 
as. ever. the like- ſeen!) He won't hear me 
3 malice, and dont ue wart mind me 
—— Won't you hear me yet: | 
Wild. No, no, Madam: | 
Lure. Nay, then I can't-bear- it. [Burſts we, 
| —_ I muſt ſay chat you're an unworthy perſoh, to 
uſe a woman of quality at this rate, when ſhe has her 
heart full of malice z 1 don't know but it may make me 
miſcarry. Sir, I ſay again and again, that ſhe was no 
better than one of us, and I know it; I have ſeen it with 
my eyes, ſo I have. 
Wild. Good heavens deliver me, I beſeech thee. How 
ene 
Lure. Will you hear me yet? Dear Sir Harry, do 
bar hear me; I'm longing 10 ſpeak. 
Wild. Oh! I have it. Huſh, huſh,” huſh | 
Lure. Eh! What's the matter? - | 
Wild. A mouſe! a mouſe! a monſe ! 
Lure. — where? where? AE 
Wild. Your petticoats, your petticoats, am. 
2 2 Lure. ſhrieks and rum!. 
Wild. O my head! I was never worſted by a woman be- 
fore. — But I have: heard ſo much as to know the Marquis 


to be a Villain. [Knocking.] Nay then, I muſt =——_ 


— ©. dd 
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Runs out, and returns, ] — The entry is ſtopt by a 
— la} r 
I will diſcover, if I can find a place to hide myſelf. [Coes 
to the cloſet· door. ] Faſt | I have keys about me for molt 
locks about St James's — Let me ſee. . [Tries ons 
ey. — No, no; this opens my Lady Planthorn's 
back door. [Tries another.] Nor this; this is 
the key to my Lady Stakeall's garden. . third.] 
Ay, ay, this does it, faith 

[Goes into the cher, and preps out. 


Exter Shark and nation, with Clincher in a chair } Parlye 


Par. Hold, hold, friend: who gave you orders toJag 
in your dirty chair into the houſe | 

_ Shark. My maſter, ſweetheart. __ jos 

Par. Who is your f e? 

Shark. body, SANS 
ſent here's my maſter! * have any 
to him, there he is fer ye. . Clineher r a of 
chair, ne Steer away, Tom. 

Wild. What the devil, Me ade, is t you! 


ie. Bleſs me! "Se panics" urder? mrs 
er! "ITE? MI dns 


- 1 13 
ha Protect me I What's the matter, Clincher ? & 
Par. Mr Clincher, are you dead, Sr? '*- Teil; 5 
Clin. Yes. 
we Oh! cen e, well enough, ——— Are yen du, 
Clin. No. 
_ Well! — rn m the moſt firmats wo wo- 
man wing: All my rs, all my 8, all 
trigues, miſcarry. * 2 the beaſt? "Bu Si 
rb 
Clin. Politics. 
Clin. Shark ! | 
Lure, What ſhall we do with him, Parly ? If the Cos 
lone] ſhou'd r —_— | 


i 
8 
= —— —— — 
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Enter Standard. 


Oh, inevitable deſtruQtion ! 

Wild. Ay, ay; unleſs I relieve her now, all the world 
can't ſave her. 

' Stand. Bleſs me! What's here? Who are you, Sir ? 

Clin. Brandy. 

Stand. Sce there, Madam | — Behold the man that 

you prefer to me ! And ſuch as he are all thoſe fop-gal- 
88 daily haunt my houſe, ruin your honour, and 
diſturb my quiet. I urge not the ſacred bond of mar- 
riage; I'll wave your earneſt yows of truth to me, and 
only lay the caſe in equal balance; and ſee whoſe. merit 
bears the greater weight, his, or mine. | 

Mild. Well argu'd, Colonel. I 

Stand. Suppoſe yourſelf freely diſengag'd, unmarry'd, 
and to make a choice of him you thong moſt worthy of 
your love: Wou'd So cn a brute 2 one 
deſtin d only for the ſport of man ? —— Yes; take 
him to your bed; there let the beaſt 1 
load in fair, lovely boſom, ſnore out his paſſion 

your ſoft embrace, WO the vapours of his lick de- 
h me your ſweet apartment. 

Le Ab l nauſeous ! Poiſon ! 

Stand. I ne'er was taught to ſet a value on myſelf : but 
when compar'd to him, there modeſty muſt ftoop, and 
indignation give my words a Jooſe, to tell you, Madam, 
that I am a man unblemiſh'd in my honour, have nobly 
fery'd my king and country; and for a lady's ſervice, I 
think that nature has not been defective. 

Wild. Egad I ſhou'd think fo too; the fellow's well 
made. 

Stand. I'm yang: as be, my on too as fair to out- 

ward view ; and for my mind, I thought it cou'd diſtin- 

guiſh right, and therefore made a choice of YOU, — 
Your ſex have bleſs'd our iſle with beauty, by 4 na- 
tions priz d; and cou'd they place their loves aright, their 
lovers might acquire the enyy of mankind, as well as they 
the wonder of the world. 

Wild. Ah, now he coaxes —— - He will ger un- 
leſs I relieve her in time; ſhe begins to melt already. 

Stand. Add to all this, 1 love you next to heav'n ; 77 
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by that heay'n I ſwear, the conſtant ſtudy of my days and 
nights has been to pleaſe my deareſt wife. Your plea- 
ſure never met control from me, nor your defiges a 
frown. — I neyer mention'd my diſtruſt before, nor 
will I now wrong your diſcretion, ſo as cer to think yon 
made him an appointment. . | 
Lure. Generous, generous man !  [#Peeps. 
Wild. Nay, then tis time for me; I will relieve her. 
=— [He ſteals out 17 cloſet, and coming behind Stand- 
ard, claps him en the ſhoulder.) Colonel, your humble 
ſervant. ; 
Stand. Sir Harry, how came you hither ? 2 
Wild. Ah, poor fellow ! Thou haſt got thy load witl 
a witneſs ; but the wine was humming — I have got 
a touch on't myſelf. [eels à little. 
Stand. Wine, Sir Harry ! What wine ? «8 
Wild. Why, twas new Burgundy, heady ſtaff. But 
the dog was ſoon gone, knock'd under preſently. 


Stand. What, then Mr Clincher was with you, it 


ſeems? Eh! 
Wild. Yes, faith, we have been together all this after- 
noon: tis a pleaſant fooliſh fellow. He wou'd needs 
give me a welcome to town, on pretence of hearing all 
the news from the jubilee. The humour was new to me; 
ſo to't we went. But 'tis a weak-headed coxcomb ! 
two or three bum did his buſineſs. —— Ah, Ma- 
dam] What do I deſerve for this? [Aſide to Lurewell. 
Lure. Look ye there, Sir; you ſee how Sir has 
clear'd my innocence — I'm oblig'd r'ye, Sir; I 
muſt leave you to make it out. [To Wildair, and exit. 
Stand. Yes, yes; he has clear'd you wonderfully, — 
But, pray, Sir. — I ſuppoſe you can inform me how 
Mr Clincher came into my houſe ? Eh! | 
Wild. Ay: Why, you muſt know that the fool got 
preſently as drunk as a drum; ſo I had him tumbl'd into a 
Chair, and ordered the fellows to carry him home. Now 
you muſt know, he lodges but three doors off; but the 
boobies, it ſeems, miſtook the door, and brought him in 
here, like a brace of loggerheads. 
Stand. O yes; ſad loggerheads, to miſtake a door 
in James ſtreet for a houſe in Covent- garden. Here 
E 2 Enter 
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Take away that brute. 


And you fay twas new Bargundy, Sir Harry, very ſtron 

Wild. Egad, there is ſome — 5 in this wn; a pr 
| hall de diſcover'd. Aide. Ay, Colonel; but I muſt 
be gone: I'm engag d to meet —— Colonel, I'm your 
humble ſervant. | {Coing. © 

Stand. But, Sir Harry, where's your hat, Sir ? 

Mild. Oh morblen! Theſe hats, gloves, canes, and 
ſwords, are the ruin of all our deſigns. [ Aſide. 

Stand. But where's your hat, Sir Harry ? 

Wild. I'll never intrigue again with any thing about me 
but what is juſt bound to my body. How ſhall I come 
off? —— Hark'e, Colonel, in your ear; I would not 
have your lady hear it. You muſt know, juſt as I 
came into the room here, what ſhou'd I ſpy but a great 
mouſe running acroſs that cluſet-door ; I took no notice, 
for fear your lady ſhou'd be frighted, but with all my 
force (d'ye ſee) 1 flung my hat at it, and fo threw it into 
the cloſet, and there it lies. 

Sand. And ſo, thinking to kill the mouſe, you flung 
your bat into that cloſet. 

Wild. Ay, ay; that was al. I'll go fetch it. 

Stand. No, Sir Harry, I'll bring it out. 

[Goes into the eloſet. 
Mild. Now have J told a matter of twenty lies in a 
breath. | 

Stand. Sir Harry! Is this the mouſe that you threw 
your hat at ? 

[Standard comes in with the hat in one hand, and 
hauling in the Marquis with the other. 

Wild. Pm amaz'd ! 

Alar. Pardic, I'm amaze too. 

Staud. Look'e, Monſieur Marquis, as for your part, I 
Mall cut your throat, Sir. 

Wild. Give me leave, I muſt cut his throat firſt. 

Mar. Vat! Bote cut my troat! Begar, Meſſieurs, I 


aye but ane troat. A 
Ent 
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other deſign. My Lady 'begins to be penitent, and, if 
you make any noiſe, 'twill ſpoil all. | | 


Stand. Look e, Gentlemen, I have too a confi- 
dence in the virtue of my wife, to think it in — 5 — . 
am 


of -you, or you, Sir, to * my honour : 
bound to guard her reputation, ſo that no attempts be made 
that may provoke a ſcandal. Therefore, Gentlemen, let 
me tell you, tis time to deſiſt. [Exits 

Wild. Ay, ay ; fo 'tis faith. Come, Monſieur, I 
muſt talk with you, Sir. | [Execunt. 


| r 
Sc EN E, Standard's houſe. 
Euter Standard and Fireball. 
Stand. N ſhort, brother, a man may talk till doomf- 


day of fin, hell, and damnation: but your 
rhetoric will nc'er convince a lady that there's any thing 
of a devil in a handſome fellow with a fine coat. You 


muſt ſhew the cloven foot, expoſe the brace, as I have 


done; and though her virtue ſleeps, her pride will ſurely 


take th' alarm. 

Fire. Ay, but if you had let me cut off one of the 
rogue's ears before you ſent him away. 

Stand. No, no; the fool has ſerv'd my turn, without 
= ſcandal of a public reſentment ; and ogy has 

ewn that my deſign was right; I've toach'd her 
heart, and ſhe relents * oighe hang 


Enter Lurewell running. 


_ Oh 1 My dear, ſave me! I'm frighted out of 

my life. | 

Fire. Blood and fire! Madam, who dare touch you ? 
[Draws his ſword, and ſtands before her. 

Lure. Oh, Sir! a ghoſt! a ghoſt! I have ſeen it 


twice. 


ghoſts; ſend for the parſon. [Sheaths his ſword, 


* 


Fire. Nay then, we ſoldiers have nothing to do with 


E 3 Stand. 
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Stand. Tis fancy, my dear, nothing but fancy. 

Lure. Oh dear Colonel! Tu never lie — in: 
I'm frighted to death; I faw it twice; twice u ſtalk d by 
my chamber - door, and with a hollow voice utter d a pi- 
teous groan. | 
Stand. This is ſtrange ! Ghoſts by day-light'! — 
Come, my dear, along with me; don't ſhrink, we'll ſee 
to find this ghoſt. [Exennt. 


SCENE changes to the ſtreet. 
Enter Wildair, Marquis, and Dicky. 


Wild. Dicky ? 

Dick. Sir. 

Mild. Do you remember any thing of a thonſand pounds 
lent to my wife in Montpelier by a French gentleman ? 

Mar. Ouy, Monſieur Dicky, you remembre de gentle- 
man, he was one Marqui 

Dick. Marqui, Sir! I think, for my part, that all the 
men in France are Marqui'ss We met above a thouſand 
Marqui's, but the devil of one of em could lend a thou- 
ſand pence, much leſs a thouſand pound. 

Mar. Morbleu, qui dit vous, bougre le chien? 

Hud. Hold, Sir, pray anſwer me one queſtion ? What 
made you fly your country. 

Mar. My religion, Monſieur. 

Mild. So you fled for your religion out of France; and 
are a downright Atheiſt in England? A very tender con- 
ſcience truly 

Mar. Begar, Monſieur, my conſcience be de ver” ten- 
dre; he no ſufſre his maſtre to ſtarve, pardie. 

Mild. Come, Sir, no ceremony; refund. 

Mar. Refunde! Vat is dat refunde? Parlez Fran- 
cois, Monſicur ? 

Wild. No, Sir; I tell you in plain Engliſh, return my 
money, or I'Il lay you by the heels. | 

Mar. Oh! Begar dere is de Anglis-man now. Dere 
is de law for me. De law! Ecoute, Monſieur Sir Arry 
—— Voyez ſa —— De France Marquis ſcorn de law. 
My broder lend your vife de money, and here is my wir- 
els. Draws. 


IVild. Your evidence, Sir, is very poſitive, and _ 


1 
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be examin'd ; but this is no place to try the cauſe; . we'll 


croſs the park into the fields; you ſhall throw down. the 


money between us, and the belt title, upon a fair hearing, 
ſhall take it up. —— Allons ! 
Mar. Oh! de tout mon coeur — Allons ! Fient 3 


la tate, begar. | [ Exit. 
SCENE, Lurewells apartment. 


Enter Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. *Pſhaw! I'm ſuch a frighted fool ! Twas no- 
thing but a fancy. —— Come, Parly, get me pen and 
ink, I'll divert it. Sir Harry ſhall know what a wife he 
had, I'm reſolvd. Though he wou'd not hear me ſpeak, 
he'll read my letter ſure. [Sits down to write. 

Ghoſt. Lſrom within. —— Hold. 7 

Lure. Protect me! —— Parly, don't leave . 
But I won't mind it. | | 

Ghoſt. Hold. | | 

Lure. Defend me! Don't you hear a voice ? 

Par. I thought ſo, Madam. | 

Lure, It call'd, Hold. I'll venture once more. 

| [Sits down to write. 

Chaſt. Diſturb no more the quiet of the dead. 

Lure. Now *tis plain. I heard the words. 

Par. Deliver us, Madam, and forgive us our ſins ! 
What is it? 


Ghoſt enters, Lurewell and Parly /friek, and run 10 a | 


corner of the ſtage. 


Cheſi. Behold the airy form of wrong'd Angelica, 
Forc'd from the ſhades below to vindicate her fame. 
Forbear, malicions woman, thus to load 
With ſcandalous reproach the grave of innocence. 
Repent, vain woman |! | 
Thy matrimonial vow is regiſter d above, 

And all the breaches of that ſolemn faith 


Are regiſter d below. I'm ſent to warn thee to | 


nt. 
Forbear to wrong thy injur*d huſband's bed, 
Diſturb no more the quiet of the dead. ['Sta/ks of. 
Lurewell ſwoans, and Parly ſupports her. 
Par. Help! help! help! 
Enter 


— —ä—EIj— — — 
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Stand. Bleſs us! What, fainting! What's the matter ? 
Fire. Breeding, breeding, Sir. 

| Par. Oh, Sir! We're frighted to death; here has been 
f the ghoſt again. | * 

. Stand. Ghoſt! Why, you're mad, fare ! What ghoſt? 
Par. The ghoſt of Angelica, Sir Harry Wildair's wife. 


Stand. Angelica! 

Par. Yes, Sir; and here it preach'd to us the Lord 
knows What, er 

K „Sir; twill good. 

Stand. Take her in, Parly. [Parly /sads out Lurewell. 
What can this mean, brother ? 

Fire. The meaning's plain. There's a deſign of com- 
munication between your wife and Sir Harry ; fo his wife 
is-come to forbid the bans, that's all. 

Stand. No, no, brother. If I may be induc'd to be- 
heve the walking of ghoſts, I rather fancy that the ratile- 
headed fellow her h d has broke the poor lady's heart; 
which, together with the indignity of her burial, has made 
her uncaſy in her grave. — But, whatever be the cauſe, 
is fit we immediately find out Sir Harry, and inform him. 


a cc © Cw tw oa oo aw@©2 cc 


[Exenunt, | 

SCENE, The park. a 

Company walking ; Wildair and Marquis paſſing haſtily y 
over the ſtage, one calls. I 

Lord. Sir Harry. h 
Wild. My Lord ? —— Monſieur, I'll follow yon, Sir. J 
[Exit Marquis WU © 


Lord. J muſt talk with you, Sir. 5 

Mild. Pray, my Lord, let it be very ſhort, for I was 
never in more haſte in my life. 

Lord. May I preſume, Sir, to inquire the cauſe that de- 
tain'd you ſo late laſt night at my houſe ? 

Wild. More miſchief again! —— Perhaps, my Lord, 
I may not preſume to inform you. : 

Lord. Then perhaps, Sir, I may preſume to extort it 
from you. 
Mud. Lock ye, my Lord, don't frown ; it ſpoils Nour 

Gee 


hundred guineas, and that ſum I will preſume to extort 
from your Lordthip. | 

Lord. Two hundred guineas! Have you any thing te 
ſhew for it ? 3 

Mild. Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my Lord! I ſhew d 
quint and quatorz for it; and to a man of honour, that's 
as firm as a bond and judgment. . 

Lord. Come, Sir, this won't paſs upon me: Im. a man 
of honour. | | 

id. Honour! Ha, ha, ha! Tis very ſtrange, 
that ſome men, though their education be never ſo pal- 
lant, will ne'er learn breeding! Look ye, my Lord, when 
you and I were under the tuition of our governors, 
convers'd only with old Cicero, Livy, Virgil, Plutarch, 
and the like; why then, ſuch a man was a villain, and 
ſuch a one was a man of honour : but now, that I have 
known the court, a little of what they call the bear: monde, 
and the bel/e-e/prit, I find that honour looks as ridiculous as 
Roman buſkins upon your Lordſhip, o-my full peruke up- 
on Scipio Africanus. 

Lord. Why ſhould you think fo, Sir ? 

Mud. Becauſe the world's improv'd, my Lord, and we 
find that this honour is a very troubleſome and impertinent 
thing — Can't we live together like good neighbours 
and Chriſtians, as they do in France? I lend you m 
coach, I borrow yours ; you dine with me, I ſup wi 
you; I lie with your wife, and you lie with mine. 
Honour, that's ſuch an impertinence !— Pray, my Lord, 


hear me. What does your honour think of murdering 


your friend's reputation; making a jeſt of his misfortunes, 
cheating him at cards, debauching his bed, or the like ? 

Lord. Why, rank villany. 

Wid. Piſh ! Piſh ! Nothing but manners, ex- 
ceſs of good manners. Why, you han't been at court 
2 There tis the only practice to ſhew our wit and 
reeding. 
on you when abſent, becauſe tis good manners; rallies 
you when preſent, becauſe tis witty 3 cheats you at pi- 
quet, to ſhew he has been in France ; and lies with your 
wife, to ſhew he's a man of quality. 

Lerd. Very well, Sir. 
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face. But if you muſt know, your lady owes me two 


As, for inſtance ; your friend reflects up- 


Wild. 


ü 
ö 
| 
| 
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Mid. In ſhort, my Lord, you have a wrong notion of 
things. Shou'd a man with a handſome wife revenge all 
affronts done to his honour, poor White, Chaves, Morris, 
Locket, Pawlet, and Pontack, were utterly ruin'd. 

Lord. How fo, Sir? 

Wild. Becauſe, my Lord, you muſt run all their cu- 
ſtomers quite through the body. Were it not for abufm 

men of honour, taverns and chocolate-houſes cou] 

not ſubſiſt; and were there but a round tax laid upon ſcan- 
dal and falſe politics, we men of figure wou'd find it much 
heavier than' four ſhillings in the pound. — Come, come, 
my Lord, no more on't, for ſhame ; your honour is ſafe 
enough, for I have the key of its back-door in my pocket. 
| | - [Runs off. 

Lord. Sir, I ſhall meet you another time. Exit. 


SCENE, The fields. 


Enter Marquis, with a ſervant carrying his fighting equi- 
page, pumps, c-, &c, He dreſſes himſelf accordingly, 
and flouriſhes about the ſtage. 


Mar. Sa, ſa, ſa, fient a la tate. Sa, embaracade: 
Quart ſar redouble, Hey by 


Enter Wildair. * 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha. The devil! - Muſt I fight with a 
tumbler-? Theſe French are as great fops in their quar- 
rels as in their amours. | | 

Mar. Allons ! Allons ! Stripe, ſtripe. 

Wild. No, no, Sir; I never ſtrip to engage a man; [ 
fight as I dance. Come, Sir, down with the money, 

Mar. Dere it is, pardie. 

[Lays down the bag between them. 

Allons ! 


Enter Dicky, and gives Wildair a gun. 
Morbleu! que ſa ? 4 
Wild. Now, Monſieur, if you offer to ſtir, I'll ſhoot 
you through the head. Dicky, take up the money, 
and carry it home. ' A 
Dick. Here it is, faith: and if my maſter be Kkilt'd, 
the money's my own. 1 


2 © 
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Mar. Oh, morblen ! de Anglis-man be one coward, . 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha! Where is your French politique 
now? Comes Monſieur, you muſt know I ſcorn: to fight 
any man for my own ; but now we're upon the level ; 
and ſince you have been at the trouble of putting on your 
IG I muſt requite your pains. . So come on, Sir. 
Lays down the gun, and uſes his ſword. 

Mar. Come on! For wat? Wen de money is gone | 
De France-man fight were dere is no- profit ! Pardonnez 
moy, pardie. [ Sits down to pull off his pumps. 
= Hold, hold, on you muſt fight. Tell me how 


pony N Wy den, begar, Monſieur Che- 
yalier, 3 de money be gone, me vill ſpeak de veritie. 
— Pardie, Monſieur, me did make de cuckle of you, 
„ 

Mild. Look ye, Sir, if I thought you had merit enough 
to a lady's heart from me, I wou'd ſhake hands im- 
mediately, and be friends: but as I believe you to be a 


vain ſcandalous liar, I'll cut your throat. [They fight. 


Enter Standard and Fireball, who part them. 


Stand. Hold, hold, Gentlemen — Brother, ſecure the 
Marquis, —— Come, Sir Harry, put up; I have fome- 
thing to ſay to you very ſerious. 

ild. Say it quickly then ; for I am a little out of hu- 
mour, and want ſomething to make mel 
LA. they talk, Marquis dreſſes, and Fireball helps him. 

Stand. Will what's very ſerious make you langh ? 

Mild. Moſt of all. 

Stand. Pſhaw ! Pray, Sir Harry, tell me what made. 
you leaye your wife ? | 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha ! I knew it. — Pray, Colon), what 
makes you ſtay with your wife? 

nr Nay, but pray anſwer me diredly ; | beg it s 
a favour. 

Wild. Why then, Colonel, you muſt know we were a 
pair of the moſt * PYs toying, fooliſh people in the 
world, till ſhe got, I don't know how, a crotchet of jea- 
louly in her head. This made her frumpiſh ; but we had 


nc'er an angry word: ſhe 1 . ung 


„ STR a ee av. 


Mar. For wat 
Fire. For 4 Why, d' ye think Fm ſuch a rogue as 
fo part a couple of gentlemen when they're fighting, and 
not ſee em make an end ont? I think it a leſs ſin v 
„ — Come along, Sir. 


LExi, pulling Monſieur, 


SCENE, Standard's houſe. 


Enter Wildair and Standard. 


Wild. Well then; this, it ſeems, is the inchanted cham 
ber. The ghoſt has pitch'd upon a handſome apartment 
however. e Colonel, when do you intend to 


at me; I know you deſign it. 
Stand. Ha! N e ew 
[Ghoſt walks croſs the 
Wild. The devil it is — Emh! Blood, I'll i peak 
Vous, Mademoiſelle Ghoſt, parlez vous F 
— No! Hark ye, Mrs Ghoſt, will your 120 
leas'd to inform us who you are, that we may pay yon 
reſpect due to your quality. [Ghoſt returns. 

Ghoſt. I am — ſpirit of thy departed wife. 

Wild. Are you, faith! Why then, here's the body of 
thy living huſband, and ſtand me if you dare. [Runs ts 
her, and embraces ber.] — Ha tis ſubſtance, Im ſure 
— But hold, Lady Ghoſt, ſtand off a lite, and tel 
85 — ee 

hrowing off her ſhroud.) — Alive! ahve 

"Runs, 1 throws her arms about s neck. ] and never 
ſo much as in this moment. Wil 
ids 


R 
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Wild. What d' yr chünk of the ghoſt now, Colonel: 

She hangs upors bid Ls OUS” 11d 
Staud. Amaement! | ET” ie 901 494 * 

—Wild. Ay, *tis amazement, „ 

dam, T hate to converſe 0 baer ich f 

keep your diſtance. 8 * , 1 

Ang. Tam alive, Added I dn, 7h (20 Ret! $ 
Wild, I don't believe a word ot. \ | Moving away. 
Stand. Sir Harry, you're more afraid now than before. 
Wild. Ay, moſt men are more afraid of — wife 

than a d one. «27 


—"_—_ "Tis good manners wo leave you together how: 


„ unkind; wy dealy after $6" long iaud tedious 
1 the ſtranger ſo. I now ſhall die in 
wn; and maſt for ever vaniſh from your light. 
Nr and going, 
Wild: Hold, hold; "Made. Dan't be angry, my 
— you took dne kr Had you but ſent me 
your coming, Prager as or four ſpeeches out 
of OR and — 13 Bride upon this occaſion, 
that wou'd have charm'd your very heart. But we'll do 
as well as we can; Tl have the muſic from both houſes ; 
Pawlet and Locket ſhall contrive for our taſte; we'll 
charm our eurs with Abel's voice z feaſt our eyes with 
one another: and thus, with all our ſenſes tan'd to love, 


we'll hurl off our cloaths, leap into bed, and there 


Look ye, Madam, if I don't welcome you home with rap- 


fares more natural, and more moving than all (pe plays ag 


Chriſtendom. <— I'll fay no more. 
Ang. As mad as ever. 
Wild. But eaſe my wonder firſt, and ler me know _ 


* of your death. 
Ang. Your unkind departure hence, wid your 
me abroad, made me reſblve, ſince I con'd not live 


you, to die to all the world: beſides : I fancy d, that 


though it exceeded the force of love, yet the power of 
grief perhaps might change your humour, and therefore 


had it given out that 1 died in France; my ſickneſs at 


Montpelier; which indeed was next to death, and the af- 


front offer d to the body of our ambaſſador's chaplain at 
Paris, conduc'd to have my burial private. This deceiv'd 
e F my 


- 


Err. 
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my retinue; ne and your 
faithful ſervant, I got into man's cloaths, came home into 
= and ſent to obſerve your motions abroad, 
e u be you tl your return — 
Hee 1 mer yo in the quality of beau Banter, wlll 
brother, under which diſguiſe I have diſappoint 
ſign upon m y Lady Lurewell; and, in the form of a hal, 
have rev 2 the ſcandal ſhe; this,day.; threw upon me, 
and have her ſufficientiy from lying alone. I 
did reſolye to have frighted you like wiſc, hat you were 
too hard for me. 

Wild. How weak, how) ſqueamiſh, and: 7 — fearful 
are women when they want to be humour'd ! and how ex. 
travagant, -how 'daring, and how provoking, when they 
get the impertinent maꝑgot in their head! —— But by 
what means, my dear, could you purchaſe this double 
diſguiſe ? How came you by my letter to my brother ? 

Aug. By intercepting all your letters ſince Ecame home. 
But for my ghoſtly contrivance, good Mrs Parly (mov'd 
err rare. ee 


Einecr „ 


Enter Fireball and Marge 


| Fire. Sir Harry, if you have a mind to fight it out, 
if not, I have diſcharg'd my truſt. 
oy Mears Way pews your miſtrels, 


dew Oh, -marblen|! Begar me muſt run to ſome oder 
country now 'for my religion. 
Ang. Oh! what the French Marquis ! 1 know him. 
Wild. Ay, ay, my dear, you do know him, and 1 
can't be angry, becauſe tis the faſhion for ladies to know 
every body: but methinks, Madam, that picture now! 
Hang it, conſidering twas my gift, you might have kept 
* 1 my neighbour's ſhall pay for't. 
Ang. Picture, my dear | Cou'd you think I cer wou'd 
part with that? No; of all my jewels, this alone I kept, 


cauſe twas given by you. L Veus the picture. 
Wil. Eh ! Wonderful! —— And what's this? 
[Pulling out t other 1 


Ang. They're very much alike. ; 
Wild. So alike, that one might * 1 for © 
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— Monſienr ac. Von did he wid my 
viſe, and iſhe did give you de picture for your pam. Eh 4 
Come, Sir, add to your France e 2 little of your 
native impudence, and tell us plainly: how you came by t. 
Mar. Begar, Monſieur Chevalier, wen = Franceman 
can tell no more lie, den vill he tell true — L was a- 


e out. 


Wild. Site Mn He wcpaerif | 
pertinence, ſubtlety, and the oftentation of thy J 
— Look ye, Captain, give me thy hand; once I waghy 
a friend to France; but henceforth I promiſe to- ſacrifices 
my faſhions, coaches, wigs, and vanity, to horſes, arm 
and equipage, and ſerye my King in propria perſona, o 
promote a vigorous war, if there be occaſion. 

Fire. Bravely ſaid, Sir Harry: and if all the beam 
in the ſide· boxes were of your mind, we would ſend 'em 
back their L*Abbe, and "Baton, and ſhew 'em 2 new 
dance to the tine of Harry the Fifth. 1 1. n 


Enter Standard, Lurtwell, Dicky, and Party. © 


Wild. Oh Colonel ! Such diſcoveries ! _-,- | 

Stand. Sir, I have heard all from your ſervant : ho- 
neſt Dicky has told me the Whole ſtory. 
4 9 4 Why then, let Dieky run for the fades inme- 

alely. 

Dick. Oh, Sir, I knew what i it would come to ; they're 
here already, Sir. 

Wild. Then, Colonel, wel have a new wedding, and 
bg it with a dance —— Strike up. [A dance here. 

and. Now, Sir Harry, we have retriev'd our wives; 

yours from death, and mine from the devil ; and they 


2 at preſent very honeſt. But how ſhall we keep em 
0 


Ang. rn Sir: and the great ſe - 
F 2 abs 


cret 


the wickedneſs of the fact. When once a woman has 
borne the ſhame of a whore, r 
J "Wild. \ We're oblig d Ladies, for ad 
Vi ere o to you, Ladies, your advice; 
and, in return, give me leave to give you the definition of 
| 2 good wife in t e character of my own. a | 
RY The wit of her converſation never outſtrips the conduct 
of her behaviour: She's affable to all men, free with no 
man, and only kind to me: often chearful, ſometimes 
gay, and always pleas'd, but when I am angry; then 
ſorry, not ſullen: the park, playhouſe, and cards, ſhe 
frequents in compliance with cuſtom ; but her diverſions 
of inclination are at home: ſhe's more cautious of a re- 
markable woman than of a noted wit ; well knowing, that 
the infection of her own ſex is more catching than the 
temptation of ours : To all this, ſhe is beautiful to a won« 
der, ſcorns all deyices that engage a gallant, and uſes al 
arts to pleaſe her huſband. | 


So, *ſpite of ſatire *gainſt a marry'd life 
A min is iruly beſi'd aug g 
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By a Fziznp. 


ure bleu. vere is dis dam poet? were 

, Carzoon me vil cut off all his two car: 
Je ſuis enrage —— now' be is not here. 
He has affront de French ! Le villaine bote. 


De French ! your Baſh Friend 1'—— you fine dat 


Parbleu ! Meſſieurs, a ſerait fort ingrate ! 
Vat have you Engliſh, dat you can call your own /! 
Vat have you of pleaſure in dis town, 
Vidout it come France, dat vil go down? | 
Picquet, Baſſet ; your vin, your dreſs, your dance ; 
'Tis all, you ſee, tout alamode de France. 
De bean dere buy a hondre knick knack ; 
He carry out wit, but ſeldom bring # back. 
But den he bring a ſruff-box hinge, ſo ſmall 
De joint, you can no ſee de vark at all, . 
Coſt him froe piſtoles, dat is ſheap enough, 
In tre year it ſal ſave half an ounce of ſnoffe. 
De coguet, ſhe ave her ratifia dere, 
Her gown, her complexion, deux yeux, her lovere : 


1 


As for de cuckold — dat indeed you can make here; 


De French it is dat teach de lady wear 

De ſhort muff, wit her vite elbow bare; 

De beaux de large muff, wit his ſleeve down dere. 
We teach your vife to ope der husbands purſes, 

To put de furbelo round dere coach, and dere horſes. 
Garzoon / ve teach you every ting de varle : 

Fer vy den your damn poet dare to ſnarle ? 

Begar, me vil be revenge upon his play, 

Tre touſan refugee (parbleu eſt vray) 


Sall all come here, and damm him upon his tird day. 


Pointing to his fingers. 
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